But the calico was almost upon him and he had 


barely time to swing his mallet. 
(Page 22) (The Lakewood Boys and the Polo Pomes) 
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THE LAKEWOOD BOYS AND 
THE POLO PONIES 


CHAPTER I. 
THE POLO PONIES. 


“TuHat’s second reveille, Jack,’ Bob Lakewood 
shouted as the loud strains of the bugle, just out- 
side his door, caused him to jump from his cot. 
“Only four minutes to make line,” he added as 
he began hastily pulling on his socks. 

“But I’ve often done it in two so what’s all the 
rush?” came in sleepy tones from the cot on the 
other side of the room. 

“Well, they’re going mighty fast and if you 
don’t get a hustle on you won’t have even two,” 
Bob assured his brother as he reached for his 
trousers. 

But, by this time, Jack was pulling on his socks 
and, a couple of minutes later, the two boys were 
hurrying down the stairs and fell in line in the 
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wash room just as the last note of the assembly died 
away. 

“That’s shaving it a bit too close for comfort,” 
Bob whispered. 

“‘All’s well that ends well,’” Jack quoted. 


The winter term at The Fortress, a military col- 
lege situated on the Delaware River a few miles 
south of Philadelphia, had opened the night before 
and most of the cadets were in line at the first 
reveille. The Lakewod boys, Bob and Jack, had spent 
the Christmas vacation at their home in the little © 
town of Skowhegan way up in Maine and, after the 
long mornings in bed the early reveille in the gray 
dawn made it seem, as Jack put it, like getting up 
in the midle of the night. 

But, as soon as roll call was over and the line dis- 
missed, a plunge of the face in a bowl of water, 
nearly ice cold, went far toward shaking the sleep 
from their eyes and they returned to their rooms 
in high spirits. 

“Who’s room orderly the first week?” Jack asked 
as he closed the door. 

“Reckon I’m it,” Bob replied as he started mak- 
ing his bed. 

“All right, what do you want me to do?” 

“Make your bed first thing.” 

“Of course, but after that?” 
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“Reckon we'd better sweep out. Things look kind 
of dusty like.” 

In each room the room orderly was responsible 
for the condition of the room but, in the case of the 
Lakewood boys it did not make much difference 
which one held the position as each was anxious to 
help the other with the result that rarely was their 
room in anything but spick and span condition. 

“T didn’t see Lanky in line, did you?” Jack asked 
as he took the broom from the closet and began to 
sweep. 

“No, but he’ll likely be in sometime during the 
day.” 

“T hope so. It would be terrible if he didn’t come 
back.” 

“Of course he'll be back.” 

“But I’m not so sure. You know he seemed kind 
of dissatisfied last term.” 

“Oh, that wasn’t anything. Lanky couldn’t be 
kept away from the old Fortress with a team of 
mules,” Bob assured him. 

“I hope you're right because we sure do need him 
at number two. You know there’s nobody to take 
his place.” 

“T know it, but for goodness sake, don’t begin 
the term hanging crepe. I tell you Lanky’ll be back 
before noon. See if I’m not right.” 

“T’m not hanging crepe only—Come in,” Jack in- 
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terrupted himself as a loud knock sounded on the 
door. 

“There, what did I tell you?” Bob cried as the 
door opened and a tall slim boy entered. 

“What’s that you’ve been telling him?” the new- 
comer asked as he held out both hands which were 
eagerly seized by Bob and Jack. 

“Oh, Jack’s been bemoaning the fact that you 
probably weren’t coming back and ms 

“Nothing of the sort,” Jack interrupted. “I only 
said. ae 

“Well, I’m back all right, so it doesn’t matter 
what you said,” the tall youth laughed as he sat 
down on one of the cots careful to keep one foot 
over the sill of the doorway however. “I got in 
about twelve o’clock last night. Would have been 
on time but my train was late and I missed con- 
nections in Cleveland.” 

“And got an ‘absent reveille’ first whack,” Jack 
grinned. 

“Well, I simply couldn’t get up and anyhow I 
never heard the blamed thing.” 

Fred Blake, otherwise known as Lanky, was from 
St. Louis and was a great friend of the Lakewood 
boys, and much of their spare time was spent to- 
gether. “The two Maniacs and the show me boy,” 
some wit had dubbed them. 

“When’s the first game?” Lanky asked. 


AND THE POLO PONIES 7 


“Saturday night with the Second City Troop,” 
Bob replied. 

“Whew! The Colonel isn’t picking any easy ones, 
is he?” 

“Tl say he isn’t,” Jack told him as he moved a 
small rug into place. 

“I suppose we play in Philly.” 

“Sure thing.” 

The winter before The Fortress had taken up 
pony polo for the first time and, almost from the 
start the cadets had made an almost unbelievable rec- 
ord for themselves, It is said that it takes five years 
to learn to play polo but seventy-five per cent of the 
game is horsemanship and that the cadets had had 
from the start, as cavalry is strongly emphasized 
in their training and it would be hard to find any- 
where more skillful and daring riders than are 
among the cadets at The Fortress. To be sure they 
lost the first few games played a year before with 
experienced teams by large scores but before the end 
of the college year the cadets had again met and 
conquered each of the teams which had beaten them. 
During the spring term they had entered two out- 
door tournaments and had won the cup in both 
events going through the games without a defeat. 
Many games were played outside the tournament 
and out of a total of twenty-two games played out 
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of doors they ended the season with a record of 
nineteen victories. 

(For fear the reader may think that the author 
has drawn too vividly on his imagination in the 
above statement he wishes to say that this record 
was actually made by the cadets at the college, where 
he teaches, in the spring of 1923.) 

Because of necessary interference with footbail 
no games had been played during the fall although 
practice had been held nearly every day and, al- 
though one of the best players had been lost through 
graduation, they had good reason for feeling that 
they were even stronger than at the close of the 
previous season. 

“We'll miss old Dugal,’”’ Bob said as he straight- 
ened the books on the shelf about his desk. 

“Yes, but Jack here is as good as he ever was 
and that’s saying a lot,” Lanky declared. 

“No taffy now,” Jack reported. “You know that 
I can’t play number three the way he could.” 

“I know nothing of the sort. Dugal maybe had 
a little better eye for the ball, but you’ve got it all 
a him when it comes to horsemanship and riding 
off.” 

“Glad you think so,” Jack said modestly. 

“Well, what do you think, Bob?” 

“T think you're right,” Bob replied slowly. “Jack’s 
not as sure of hitting the ball in a tight place but 
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he is a better horseman than Dugal was and his 
eye’s improving.” 

“And I'll bet that he’ll be hitting as good as Dugal 
ever did before the season’s over.” 

“If trying can do it he will,” Jack declared. “But 
believe me, it’s some mark to set a fellow, to be 
as sure a hitter as old Dugal was. My, but how 
he could lam that pill.” 

“T suppose we have practice to-night,” Lanky said 
just as the bugler sounded “first call for assembly.” 

After drill was over at four o’clock fifteen of the 
cadets reported for polo practice in the riding hall, 
a long low building across the street from “Old 
Main.” The college had a string of twelve polo 
ponies in addition to the twenty or more cavalry 
horses. 

“Now, fellows,” began the coach, Captain Connell, 
“we're up against one of the best teams in the state 
next Saturday night and it’ll mean a lot to us to 
win and, as this is Wednesday, we’ve got only three 
practices to get ready for it. Now, the first team 
will be as follows: Number one, Jack Lakewood, 
number two, Fred Blake and number three, Bob 
Lakewood. The second team will be: Number one, 
Will Rogers, number two, Sam Wood and number 
three, George Strand. Now, I think you all know 
me well enough to know that I’m here to pick the 
best team possible and to win as many games as 
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possible. I know you all want to play and you'll 
be given all the chance there is but, for this week, 
T don’t want anyone to be sore if these six get the 
biggest part of the time. We want to win that game 
and to do it we’ve got to get all the practice pos- 
sible and I hope you'll all agree with me that these 
six have the best right to the places I’ve given them.” 
“You bet,” one of the cadets said. 
“We'll trust you, coach,” another added. 
“Thanks, fellows, I knew you’d look at it the right 
way,” the coach smiled, but, had he seen the look 
which Jerry McNeil gave Harry Bowser, it is prob- 
able that he would have been less easy in his mind. 
Jerry and Harry were boon companions and by, 
no means represented the best element at The Fort- 
ress. To tell the truth, Jerry was a good deal of 
a bully while Harry, although not so pronounced in 
his attitude, was far from being what boys are wont 
to call a good fellow. Both were sons of wealthy 
parents and were liberally, in fact too liberally, sup- 
plied with spending money. Both were juniors to 
which class Bob and Jack also belonged. Jerry was 
a large, well-built boy and, for the past two years, 
had contended with Bob for the position of full- 
back on the football team and his nature would 
never allow him to forget that Bob had beaten him. 
Harry was smaller, being in fact slight of build and 
this winter was the first time he had come out for 
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sport. He was a good rider but unfortunately there 
was in his makeup what boys call a streak of yellow. 

“Some fellows get all the chances,” Harry whis- 
pered to Jerry as they turned back to the bench at 
one end of the riding hall. 

“You said a mouthful,” Jerry growled back under 
his breath, 

“Now, we’re going to play four chukkers of ten 
minutes,” the coach announced as the big doors at 
the end of the hall opened and some of the stable 
men led in the horses. “I’ll act as referee and I 
want you second-string fellows to give the first 
string as hard a game as you know how. Remem- 
ber this line-up is tentative and there may be some 
changes before Saturday night. 

“Rogers, you look out for fouls. You make al- 
altogether too many of them. Jack, I’m going to 
keep my eye on your hitting. That’s your biggest 
fault. And Blake, you’re inclined to do too much 
dribbling. There’s a time for dribbling but when 
the other fellow is right behind you is not the time 
for it. I'll point out other faults between the chuk- 
kers. Oh, and one other thing and this is most 
important of all. Look out for team work. You 
all know your places and I want to see you in them. 
It’s no good for number three to feed the ball if 
there’s no one to take it and number one can’t take 
it through if it isn’t fed up to him. Team work 
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often makes up for a whole lot of poor playing and 
I’m going to be pretty severe on the fellow who 
neglects it. 

“Bob, you ride Princess Pat. Jack, take Two 
Spot and Blake, you ride the old gray mare. Now, 
T’ve given you fellows the pick of the ponies which 
will give you an advantage but I want you to get 
as familiar as possible with those three horses as 4 
good deal depends on knowing your mount. Now 
let’s go.” 

As Bob Lakewood swung himself to the back of 
Princess Pat he knew that he was mounting one of 
the finest polo ponies in the country and he realized 
that if he did not come up to the expectations of 
the coach the fault would be his. Princess Pat was 
a thoroughbred. Two years before she had been 
presented to the college by a gentleman who was 
much interested in the cavalry work and more than 
one blue ribbon adorned the trophy room as the 
result of her work at various horse shows. ‘Then, 
one day, about a year ago, while the vice-president 
of the college, one of the best riders in the country, 
was riding her to the hounds, she stumbled and in 
some way one of her hind feet caught on a sharp 
rock and the tendons were torn clean away from 
the bone. “Have her shot at once,” was the ver- 
dict of the veterinary who was hastily summoned. 
But Captain Breck loved that mare and had her sent 
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to the veterinary hospital of the University of Penn- 
sylvania where she was treated, with the result that 
although ruined so far as show was concerned, for 
all practical purposes Princess Pat was as good as 
ever. 

During the first chukker the first team made four 
goals to their opponents’ one, Jack scoring three as 
the ball was fed up to him. The other was the 
result of a long shot by Bob. 

“You missed three easy shots, Jack, by swinging 
too hard,” the coach said as they were resting while 
the ponies were being replaced by the rest of the 
string. “Never take a full swing when a tap will 
do the trick. The harder you swing the more apt 
you are to miss. Three times you had all the time 
in the world to tap the ball through and each time 
you took a full swing and missed it entirely.” 

“Rogers, you are hitting well but you’re not rid- 
ing off for sour apples. You want to get in and 
mix it up more. Don’t be afraid to give your horse 
his head. And Strand, you were out of position 
several times. Don’t you be too anxious to get the 
goals yourself. Remember, it’s your business to 
defend your own goal when the other side has the 
ball and to feed it up to your mates when you have 
it. Of course, there are times when number three 
has to go through but he should do it only when 
he sees a mighty good chance of getting a goal. 
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Don’t forget, and this applies to all of you, it’s the 
goals that count and it makes no difference who gets 
them.” 

The first team did not have the same advantage 
over their opponents in the second chukker as the 
second string horses were all about alike and they 
succeeded in scoring but one goal and that one a 
Jong shot by Blake. But they kept the others from 
scoring and that was something. In the third chuk- 
ker they used the first string again and got five goals 
to their opponents’ two, but in the last and final 
chukker they did not tally once and were deeply 
» chagrined when Strand dribbled the ball nearly the 
entire length of the hall for a goal. 

“That'll be all for you for to-day,” the coach said 
after he had blown the final whistle. Then, turning 
to the boys on the bench, he said: “Now, then, we'll 
see what you can do.’ 

“Not so good,” Bob remarked as he and Jack 
were walking up the narrow pathway leading to the 
gymnasium. 

“Not so good is right,” Jack repeated mournfully. 
“Second Troop will have it all their own way Satur- 
day night unless we show more class than we did 
this afternoon. It seems to me the more I play the 
rottener I get.” 

“That’s not so. You showed up as well as the 
rest of us.” 
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“Thanks, but I couldn’t see it.” 

“Well I could. But it does seem as though we’re 
all playing a poorer game than we did last year.” 

“Tf we only had old Dugal,” Jack sighed. 

“T tell you you’re as good as he was even if you 
can’t hit quite as sure.” 

“That’s all bosh but it’s good of you to say so.” 

“T mean it,’”’ Bob insisted. 

“What’s that you mean?” 

Lanky joined them just as they rounded the cor- 
ner of the gymnasium. 

“Oh, Jack’s hanging crepe about his playing,’’ Bob 
told him. 

“Well, he needn’t,” Lanky assured him as he took 
ack by the arm. “It was my rotten playing this 
afternoon that threw us off.” 

“T reckon we’ll have to have a consolation party,” 
Bob laughed. ‘Remember it was the first practice 
in three weeks and we’ll hit our stride to-morrow.” 

“We'd better,” Jack declared a bit more cheer- 
fully. 

“Sam Wood looked pretty good to me,” Lanky 
said as they passed through the basement door of 
the gymnasium. 

“That whole bunch looked good for that matter,” 
Bob added. “If we’d changed horses I’m not so 
sure that they wouldn’t have beaten us.” 

“Well, we'll do the best we can and may the best 
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men win.” Lanky declared as he began to strip off his 
clothes for a shower. 

Fred Blake was a senior and battalion captain, 
the rank of the highest ranking cadet in the corps. 
The soul of honor, he was a strict disciplinarian, too 
strict, some of his classmates thought and, although 
the code of honor at The Fortress was high, he had, 
the previous term, incurred the ill will of several of 
his classmates who contended that in certain reports 
he had carried the idea of duty farther than was 
necessary. Although he felt that he had been in 
the right the thought that a part of the class did not 
agree with him had been a great source of anxiety 
to him and he had left for home at the end of the 
term half resolved not to return. But during the 
vacation he had made up his mind that to resign 
would be to acknowledge that he had been in the 


wrong and he had determined to come back and fight 
it out. 
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CHAPTER II. 
THE FIRST GAME. 


Bos and Jack were sergeants, the former being 
first sergeant and the latter the highest ranking of 
the duty sergeants. Although Blake had never men- 
tioned the subject to them directly they knew that 
the trouble referred to in the previous chapter had 
caused a split in the senior class which numbered 
fifteen. They did not know just how the class was 
divided as they had kept the affair very secret, but 
they believed that the greater number sided with 
him. 

As Bob had predicted they made a better showing 
the following afternoon beating the second team 
fourteen to three. Jack, always anxious to improve 
his game, was careful not to swing at the ball any 
harder than was necessary to accomplish his pur- 
pose and was much gratified to find that his misses 
were few and far between. Bob was rapidly round- 
ing into form and his terrific swipes and long 
dribbles delighted the coach. Lanky also showed 
much improvement and altogether it was a happy 
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trio that wended its way to the showers after prac- 
tice was over. 

“Reckon we aren’t so worse after all,” Jack 
chuckled as he unlocked his locker. 

“IT told you we’d improve,’ Bob reminded him. 
“But don’t forget that there’s still plenty of chance 
for improvement. Number one took the ball away 
from me three times.” 

“But I noticed he didn’t keep it very long,” Lanky 
chuckled. 

The game was to be played in the riding hall of 
one of the armories in Philadelphia and the ponies 
were taken up to the city early Friday morning that 
they might have time to get rested. There was, 
therefore, no regular practice that afternoon al- 
though Coach Connell had the first two teams in 
the riding hall for nearly two hours, mounted on 
some of the regular cavalry horses. No contest was 
attempted the time being spent almost entirely in 
perfecting strokes and practicing dribbling. 

“If we get our share of the breaks we ought to 
win,” was the comment of the coach as he finally 
dismissed them. 

The riding hall of the armory was nearly four 
times as large as the one at the college and this, 
of course, gave the Second City Troop a decided 
advantage as they were used to it while the cadets 
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had done all their indoor practice in the smaller 
hall. 

Number two of the Second City Troop, Lieu- 
tenant Bock, was the star of the outfit. His mount 
was a small calico pony which was fully as much 
of a star as was his master. Seemingly untiring 
Lieutenant Bock usually rode him the entire game, 
although it is customary to change mounts each 
chukker. Although he played at number two he 
always lined up as number one for the throw-in. 
The other two members of the team were veteran 
players and the team was regarded as the best in 
the city. 

By eight o’clock the long gallery above the tan 
bark was well filled with devotees of the sport the 
greater number rooters for the cadets’ opponents 
although there was a fair sprinkling of alumni with 
their friends. Greatly to their disappointment the 
corps of cadets were not allowed to attend. 

“Ready, Fortress?” 

Bob raised his hand as a signal that they were 
ready. 

“Ready troop?” 

Number two raised his hand and with a shrill 
note from his whistle the referee threw in the ball 
and the game was on. 

Bock got a hook on the ball and sent it spinning 
toward the cadet goal. Like a flash the calico 
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turned and was after it and, for an instant, it looked 
as though he was going to get a goal from the 
throw-in. But Bob, knowing that Bock, being a 
more experienced player, would probably get the 
drop on Jack, was playing well back and, before 
the calico could reach the ball, he had cut across 
and, with a well-aimed drive, had driven it to one 
side. Here all six players were for a moment 
bunched each trying to work the ball out from be- 
neath the feet of the horses. Finally Lanky got it 
clear and a strong, well-aimed drive sent it down 
the hall. Jack, realizing that in his excitement, he 
had been playing out of his proper position, dug 
his spurs into Two Spot’s sides in an effort to 
reach the ball ahead of number one. But he was 
too late. Number three was on the job and, before 
Jack could reach him, he executed a beautiful back 
hand stroke and the chance for a goal was lost. 
Bock was waiting well back to receive the drive 
but Bob rode him off and succeeded in again bang- 
ing the ball up against the side wall. Again they 
were bunched but this time Jack kept out of it. 
Number three got the ball loose and, in spite of 
Bob’s efforts, succeeded in knocking it ouit into the 
center of the hall and well down toward the cadet 
goal. Number one was playing his position and 


had no trouble in sending it through for the first 
goal of the game. 
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“Mark up one against me,” Jack said in a low 
tone to Bob as they were lining up for the second 
throw-in. 

“Never mind that,” Bob replied. ‘“There’s lots 
of time left.” 

This time Jack got the ball and, by one of the 
prettiest exhibitions of dribbling ever seen in that 
hall, got it down to within a few feet of the goal 
only to lose it to number two who swooped down 
behind him on the calico and caught his mallet just 
as he was about to send it through. Before he could 
recover Bock had the ball out of danger and was 
racing down the tan bark to follow up the shot. But 
Bob was coming to meet him on Princess Pat, and 
here the wonderful speed of the mare made itself felt, 
_The ball was still rolling when he reached it about ten 
feet ahead of Bock, and he drove with all his might. 
Over Bock’s head the ball flew, finally striking the 
tan bark about ten feet in front of the goal and rolled 
through. It was a shot nearly three-fourths the 
length of the hall and a rousing cheer went up from 
the gallery. 

“That was a beaut, Lakewood,” Bock said as they 
moved up for the next throw-in. 

“More luck than anything else,” Bob replied mod- 
estly. 

“Well, I hope you don’t have much more of that 
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‘kind of luck,” Bock grinned. “It looked to me like 
good playing.” 

Neither goal was seriously threatened during the 
remaining few minutes of the chukker and the period 
ended with the score one each. 

“We've got to do better,’ Lanky declared as they 
gathered together for a moment’s talk with the 
coach while the saddles were being changed. “They 
held us while we were riding our best horses.” 

“And it was only a luck shot that tied them,” 
Bob said. 

“Tf I’d played my position at first we’d have had 
another goal,” Jack declared mournfully. 

“Never mind what has gone. That’s ancient his- 
tory. Go in and remember what I’ve taught you,” 
the coach ordered. “Jack, you played well all but 
that once Bad I haven’t a word of fault to find with 
any of you.” 

It was already evident that the game bade fair 
to be a close one and the score small. For five 
minutes after the beginning of the second chukker 
with the time half gone, neither side scored. Then 
Bob got the ball behind his own goal for a drive-out 
and succeeded in following it a little more than half 
way down the hall when he shot it to Jack who 
was waiting to receive it. But the calico was almost 
upon him and he had barely time to swing his mallet. 
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But the stroke caught and the ball was through giv- 
ing the cadets a lead of one goal. 

“That looks as big as a barn door,” Jack said 
to Bob as they were lining up again. 

“Sure does,” Bob agreed. 

But the score did not look so big less than two 
minutes later. Number one got the ball from the 
throw-in and sent it to Bock who dribbled it through 
the posts almost before the cadets realized what was 
happening. Then, just before the whistle blew, a 
long shot by Bock gave them their third goal and 
the chukker ended with the score three to two with 
the cadets on the short end. 

“We've got to get the lead this next chukker or 
we’re done for.” Bob told them as soon as they had 
dismounted and moved to one side. 

“And that’s just what we’re going to do,” Lanky 
declared. 

Coach Connell, knowing that the boys were giving 
their best and being wise enough to fear that he 
might say the wrong thing, did not come near them. 

The third chukker began, after an intermission 
of ten minutes, with the cadets resolved to take the 
lead if it was humanly possible. Jack again, much 
to Bob’s surprise, got the ball and sent it with a quick 
stroke out to the middle of the tan bark and almost 
into his hands. He swung with all his might, but 
in his anxiety, missed entirely and, before he could 
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turn Bock was dribbling down toward the cadet goal 
for what seemed a sure count. But Lanky was gain- 
ing on him and, just as he was about to send the 
sphere between the goal posts, he caught his mallet 
and spoiled the stroke as Bob, who was now close 
behind, with a back hand stroke sent the ball out of 
danger. Followed some of the fastest riding and 
gamest exhibition of polo ever seen in that hall. 
First one side had the ball and then the other but 
for several minutes neither side could score. Twice 
Bob missed the goal by inches on long shots and once 
Lanky gave a beautiful exhibition of dribbling the 
entire length of the hall taking the ball through the 
opposing team only to lose it when less than three 
feet from the goal. 

A moment later a lucky shot by number three 
gave City Troop the first goal of the chukker and 
put them two points ahead. Neither side scored 
again and the chukker ended with the cadets two 
goals behind. 

“Tt’s all up,” Jack groaned a moment later. 

“Don’t you believe it,” Bob told him. “We're 
going to get three goals this next chukker.” 

“I’m with you on that,” Lanky broke in. “The 
calico is tiring and you know Bock is not nearly as 
good on another horse.” 

“T wonder if he’ll ride the calico,’ Bob mused. 

“I don’t much care whether he does or doesn’t,” 
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Lanky said. “I think I can take pretty good care of 
him this chukker either way.” 

“Well, remember this,” Bob began. “We might 
as well be licked a dozen goals as two so let’s go in 
to win by letting the defense rip and put all our 
efforts into getting goals.” 

“That’s the stuff,” Jack agreed. 

Again the coach kept away from them. 

As they lined up for the fourth and last chukker 
it was seen that Bock was still on the calico although 
the little animal was breathing heavily. And now 
the superior physical condition of the cadets began 
to tell in their favor. Although Bock got the ball 
on the throw-in Bob quickly took it away from him 
and sent it spinning toward the goal where Jack 
was waiting. But, in his hurry, he failed to hit true 
and the ball missed the goal post by inches. Bock 
drove out from behind his goal and followed the ball 
digging his spurs into his pony’s sides. But he had 
struck too hard and before he could overtake the ball 
Lanky had reached it and with a powerful blow sent 
it spinning back. This time Jack was more careful 
and easily scored the goal. 

“That’s the stuff, Fortress,” shouted a voice from 
the gallery. 

“That’s one,” Bob whispered to Jack as they rode 
side by side for the next line-up. 
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“But there’s got to be two more,” Jack reminded 
him. 

“We'll get ’em.” 

But “getting ’em” proved to be harder than they 
thought. With a lead of one point and only six 
minutes to play the City Troop were playing entirely 
on the defensive as became apparent to the cadets 
immediately after the next throw-in. All three kept 
well down toward their own goal and time after time 
Bob worked the ball to within striking distance only 
to fail in getting it through the powerful defense. 
Finally, with a single minute to play the six horses 
were bunched directly in front of the Troop’s goal 
with the ball under their feet. All six players were 
poking for the ball with their mallets the cadets 
trying to push it through and the troopers making 
every effort to knock it out of danger. The spec- 
tators were yelling madly some for the troopers 
while others were urging the cadets to “putter 
through.” Finally Bock succeeded in getting his 
mallet beneath the ball and sent it to one side with 
sufficient force to carry it to the wall and a groan 
went up from the Fortress’ rooters. 

Tt indeed looked like the end but Jack was after 
the ball like a flash and, as it bounded back from the 
wall, he hit it a strong backhand blow. It was, of 
course, a luck shot as the angle made it all but im- 
possible, but through the mass of horses’ legs it went 
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and stopped ten feet the other side of the goal. For 
an instant the spectators held their breaths uncertain 
whether or not it had gone through. But, a second 
later, a wild cheer broke from the gallery as the goal 
tender waved his red flag. 

The whistle, ending the chukker, blew before the 
teams could line up, and the score was tied. 

“We'll get ’em next chukker,” Jack declared as 
the trio entered one of the troop rooms for the ten 
minutes’ rest. 

“T believe you,” Lanky agreed and Bob appeared 
most optimistic. 

They had hardly sat down when Coach Connell 
came in and closed the door behind him. 

“Great game,” he declared as he took a chair be- 
side Bob. 

“But it was almost lost,” Bob told him. 

““A miss is as good as a mile you know,” the coach 
smiled. 

“See if you can find a horse shoe in my pocket,” 
Jack grinned as he rose and stood in front of the 
coach. “If that wasn’t a lucky hit then there never 
was such a thing.” 

“Guess we'll have to agree with you there,” Con- 
nell smiled. “But just the same you’ve been playing 
good polo and deserved all you got.” 

Connell was a coach who believed in praising his 
players when they deserved it but, as they well knew, 
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he could be mighty severe when he felt that one was 
not giving his best. 

“Are we going to play an extra chukker or only 
till someone gets a goal?’ Bob asked. 

“You're going to play a five minute chukker. That 
was agreed on before the game began,” he told 
them. 

“Good.” 

“Yes, it’s the fairest way, eliminates to a certain 
extent the chance of a luck shot winning the game.” 

“Well it’s a cinch that a luck shot tied it,” Jack 
laughed. 

“What I came in for was to tell you that you did 
a wise thing when you let the defense go that last 
chukker. You noticed that they made practically no 
effort to get a goal, but I want to warn you that you 
will have to look out for their offense next chukker. 
They’ll start out for a goal right from the throw-in 
and I want you to be on your guard.” 

“You bet,’’ Jack assured him. 

“Think Bock’ll ride the calico again?’ Bob asked. 

“T doubt it. That horse is made of steel springs 
but he’s about reached his limit. No, I think he’ll 
change.” 

The calico was Bock’s private property and they 
knew that he thought the world of the game little 
pony and would hesitate to push him beyond the 
limits of his endurance. 
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“There’s the warning bell,’’ Connell said a moment 
later. “Now all I’ve got to say is do your best and 
I know you will, and good luck to you.” 

As they ran out onto the tan bark amid the ap- 
plause of the gallery they saw that they had been 
tight about the calico. Bock was already mounted 
on another horse. 

As the coach had predicted the troopers started 
the chukker with a rush. Bock got the ball and a 
powerful blow sent it well down toward the cadet 
goal. Bob was there waiting for just such a move 
and, before the ball had stopped rolling he had 
swung. To his great chagrin he scored a clean miss 
and, before he could turn, number three had sent it 
between the posts. A loud cheer rose from the gallery 
as the friends of the troopers saw an almost certain 
victory. 

“Let the defense go now,” Lanky said in a low 
tone as they lined up. 

Bob, calling himself all sorts of things in his 
mind, set his teeth resolved that he would retrieve 
himself if it was possible, and got the ball which 
rolled by both number ones on the throw-in and 
started dribbling down the hall. Bock tried his best 
to ride him off but he simple would not be rode off, 
as Jack put it later. Once he missed and Bock, close 
behind, sent the ball back with a back hand stroke. 
But Lanky returned it with sufficient force to send 
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it down to within a few feet of the goal. Jack was 
on the job and in the right place and before any of 
his opponents could reach him the score was again 
tied. 

“Two minutes to play,” the time-keeper shouted 
as they lined up. 

“Now look out for their offense,” Lanky cautioned 
in a tone loud enough to be heard by all six players. 

This time Jack got the ball. A quick short stroke 
gave it to Bob and, quickly manoeuvring for the right 
position, he swung with all his strength. It was a 
splendid try from the middle of the hall and behind 
it was plenty of power but, to his dismay, it missed 
by less than a foot. Bock drove out from behind the 
goal and Bob saw at once that he was going to try 
for a dribble the length of the hall. He fell in be- 
hind and, touching Princess Pat with his spurs, 
quickly drew up alongside. 

“Ride him off. Ride him off,” shouted a voice 
from the gallery. 

And Bob did ride him off and got possession of 
the ball about two-thirds of the way to his own goal. 
A back hand stroke sent it back a few yards when 
Lanky helped it along with a strong swing. But 
the ball flew to one side and Jack and number two 
raced for it. Number two got to it first and sent it 
back to the center of the hall. Meantime Bob had 
turned and was racing back. He saw the ball coming 
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to meet him and, swinging at the right moment, his 
mallet caught the ball while it was still in motion. 
Straight for the center of the goal it flew and a wild 
cheer went up from friend and foe alike as it passed 
between the posts a foot from the ground. As it 
struck the whistle blew and the game was over. 

“You deserve it,’”’ Bock said to Bob as he held out 
his hand which Bob was quick to grasp. 


32 THE LAKEWOOD BOYS 


CHAPTER III. 
THE PHOTORADIO, 


“Looxs as though we might as well give up polo.” 

The speaker was Cadet McNeil and he made the 
statement to his roommate Cadet Bowser. It was 
just after supper the Monday night following the 
game. There had been a short practice in the riding 
hall following drill and, as it happened, the two had 
not been given a mount and both were pretty sore. 

“Some fellows sure get all the luck,’ Bowser 
growled. 

“Here we are paying five dollars a week for the 
use of one of the ponies and how often do we get a 
whack at it?” ; 

“About fifteen cents worth a week if you ask me.” 

“Make it twenty-five and you’ll be safe.” 

“Well, I suppose we can quit.” 

“And that’s what I’m going to do pretty soon if 
things don’t change. If I’m going to play polo I 
want to play, and what’s more, I can play as well as 
any of them if Connell’d give me a chance.” 

“You sure could,” Bowser flattered him. He 
knew the statement was far from the truth but, being 


‘AND THE POLO PONIES 33 


of a weak personality himself, he was anxious to 
keep on good terms with his stronger roommate and 
he knew that the surest way to do it was to flatter him 
and he never let slip an opportunity. McNeil was so 
conceited that he never suspected but that his crony’s 
statements were made in good faith. 

“TI believe I'll just tell Connell what’s what to- 
morrow,” McNeil said. 

“I would if I were you,” Bowser encouraged him. 

Just then the bell sounded for the evening study 
period to begin and they turned to their books. 
McNeil was a good student and it was seldom that 
he was not prepared in his studies. Bowser was 
very backward scholastically but with the aid he 
received from his roommate he usually got through 
the term with not more than one “flunk.” 

An hour passed without a word being spoken by 
either of the cadets then, as he got up from his chair 
to replace a book on the shelf, McNeil said: 

“T’d like to know what those two Lakewood fel- 
lows are doing in that little room upstairs in the 
Lab.” 

“What do you mean, doing?” Bowser asked with- 
out taking much interest in the question. 

“Why, they’ve got a key to the room and they’re 
putting in about every spare minute they can get it 
seems to me in there and they always keep it locked 
up tight whether they’re in it or not.” 
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“Perhaps they’re doing some kind of research 
work. They’re both taking the Chemical course, 
you know.” 

“But why make such a secret of it?’ McNeil 
demanded. 

“Ask me something easy,’ Bowser replied as he 
turned a page of the book he was studying. 

“Well, I mean to find out before many weeks go 
by, but don’t you say anything about it to anyone.” 

“Mum’s the word.” 

McNeil was right when he said that Bob and Jack 
were putting in all their spare time in the little room 
just at the end of the “Bridge of Sighs” which con- 
nected the upper floor of the chemical laboratory 
with “Old Main.” To be sure their spare time was 
decidedly limited as their studies together with drills 
and polo practice left but a small margin of time. 
But whenever the opportunity offered itself they 
always rushed there and plunged into the work for 
the sake of which they had been allowed the sole use 
of the room. 

Such an occasion came on the Wednesday after- 
noon following the polo game. There was no prac- 
tice and on Wednesday afternoons drill was sus- 
pended so that after classes were over at three o’clock 
the cadets had the time until six for recreation. So 
five minutes after three found Bob and Jack in the 
little room which they had fitted up at their own ex- 
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pense as a sort of combination physical and chemical 
laboratory. 

“It’s a good thing these new selenium plates came 
this morning,” Bob said as he cut the string which 
was tied about a small flat package. “We’d gone 
about as far as we could without them.” 

“Can we get ready to give them a try this after- 
noon?” Jack asked as he slipped off his blouse. 

“Don’t know, but we'll make a big stab at it.” 

Bob was undoing the package as he spoke and now 
he disclosed two silvery looking plates about three 
inches square by a sixteenth of an inch thick. 

“Fifteen dollars apiece is a good price to pay for 
these little pieces of metal,’’ he observed as he held 
them up for his brother’s inspection. 

“Yep, they come high but if they’ll do the trick 
I reckon we won’t mind the price.” 

“You're right we won’t. Suppose you tighten up 
that condenser while I hook in that new variometer.” 

For nearly an hour the two boys worked and then 
Bob said: 

“There, as far as I can see, it’s ready to put in the 
plates and try out.” 

“But suppose it doesn’t work?” 

“Then I reckon we’re on the wrong track and’ll 
have to try again. This is going to be a mighty big 
thing if we get it and it’s worth trying a good many 
times.” 
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“You said something.” 

“All right then, you put this plate in the second 
machine and I’ll tend to this one and we'll see what’s 
what.” 

Jack took the plate which Bob handed him and, 
stepping behind a screen which shut off one corner 
of the room, he soon had it in place in a peculiar 
appearing box-like apparatus, one end of which was 
fitted with a large bi-convex lens. Numerous wires 
connected this machine with an apparatus somewhat 
similar in appearance on the other side of the screen 
as well as with a storage battery. On a small bench 
and about two feet in front of the lens was a com- 
mon incandescent light. 

“All ready?” Jack asked as soon as he had the 
plate in place. 

“Just a minute. A wire to this condenser has got 
unsoldered but I’ll have it fixed in a jiffy.” 

“Say when.” 

“Turn it on,” Bob ordered a minute later. 

The machine, on which he had been working, was 
also fitted with a large lens and it was pointing to- 
ward the white wall some six feet distant. As he 
heard Jack snap on the light his heart leaped for joy 
as a clearly defined image of the light sprang into 
view on the wall. 

“See it?” Jack called. 

“You bet. Come out here.” 
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“Fine,” Jack cried as he came from behind the 
screen. 

“Tt’s sure all that could be expected so far as it 
goes but it’s only the beginning and it’s been done 
before.” 

“But not just this way.” 

“That’s true. Now let’s disconnect the wires and 
hook on to the aerial and see if it’ll work.” 

The wires which connected the two machines were 
quickly removed and the reproducer, as they called 
it, was connected with a short spiral aerial which was 
stretched across the room close beneath the ceiling. 

Instantly the connection was made the light re- 
appeared fully as bright as before. 

“Hurrah, we win,” Jack shouted. 

“Hush,” Bob cautioned. “We don’t want to tell 
the world about it and besides we’re a long way 
from being out of the woods. Wireless photography 
is no new thing, you know, and this may not be a 
bit better than some other fellow has done.” 

“But I’ll bet it is all right,” declared enthusiastic 
Jack. 

“We'll hope so,” Bob smiled. “But we’ve got to 
prove it and there’s lots of work still to be done.” 

“Oh I know that, but we must be on the right 
track. If it’ll work for a few feet there’s no reason 
why it shouldn’t work most any distance.” 

“So far as we can see, you mean.” 
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“That, of course.” 

Bob and Jack Lakewood had been ardent radio 
fans ever since wireless telephony had become a 
reality and their set at home, made entirely by them- 
selves, was undoubtedly one of the best in the world. 
Inspired by the knowledge that a beginning along 
the line of wireless photography had been made and 
that light vibrations had actually been sent through 
the ether, they had, the previous summer, set to work 
on a new idea which had one day occurred to Bob. 
‘To be sure they were making use of the well known 
fact that exposure to light greatly increases the 
electric conductivity of the metal selenium, but aside 
from that, his idea was, so far as he knew, entirely 
original and radically different from any that had 
been used. By permission of the president of the 
college, Colonel Breck, they had been able to con- 
tinue their experiments with the result that, as Jack 
declared, things looked mighty promising. 

They were aware that, up to the present time, the 
success which had been won by others was only 
partial in that the pictures were very far from being 
clear. Hence it was a source of tremendous satis- 
faction to them to observe the extreme clearness of 
their “picture.” But they were not inclined to be 
Over optimistic and realized fully that it was highly 
possible that distance would cause a fading of the 
outline. 
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“Say, Bob, do you think it’s safe for us to be do- 
ing this stuff here?” Jack asked a few minutes later. 

“What do you mean, safe?” 

“Well don’t you suppose any of the fellows are 
wondering what we’re up to?” 

“Maybe. But what of it?” 

“My, but you’re dense to-day. Suppose someone 
should find out what we’re doing?” 

“But how can they? We keep the place locked.” 

“I know, but locks have been picked before this.” 

“Are you suspicious of anyone in particular?” 

“Well, I wouldn’t trust Jerry McNeil as far as I 
could sling a cat.” 

“Neither would I for that matter and he’s got 
brains let me tell you, but have you any reason for 
thinking that he’s up to anything?” 

*‘Can’t say that I have, only on general principles.” 

Just then a knock sounded on the door and, after 
a hasty glance around, Bob opened it a small crack. 
It was the orderly of the guard with a message to 
the effect that a man was in the reception room who 
wished to speak to Bob and Jack Lakewood. 

“Did he say what he wanted?” Bob asked. 

“No, sir. He just said he wanted to see you.” 

“All right. Tell him we'll be with him in ten 
minutes, and thanks for hunting us up.” 

“That’s all right. It wasn’t a long hunt,” the 
orderly chuckled as he turned away. 


40 THE LAKEWOOD BOYS 


“You see everyone knows where we are in off 
time,” Jack declared as Bob closed the door. 

“But I hate to think that anyone here would try 
to do any underhanded business.” 

“So do I but you never can tell, you know. I 
wonder who it is wants to see us.” 

“Reckon we'll have to wait and find out.” 

While they were talking they had been dismant- 
ling, to a certain extent, the machines in such a way 
that should anyone get in they would find it pretty 
hard to tell what they were intended for. They had, 
from the first taken this precaution and now Bob 
wrapped the two selenium plates carefully in 
paper and slipped them in his pocket deeming that 
they would be safer in their room. 

“There, I reckon that’s all right. Come on and 
we'll see who it is wants to see us. Maybe someone 
wants us to discover the South Pole or some other 
little job.” 

As they opened the door of the reception room a 
tall thin man about thirty years of age rose from a 
chair at the farther side of the room. 

“Sorry to have kept you waiting,’ Bob said with 
a smile as he held out his hand. 

“That’s all right,” the stranger smiled back. “This 
is Mr. Lakewood ?” 

“Yes, and this is my brother, Jack.” 
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“Glad to know you, sir.” Jack said as he took 
the man’s hand. 

“My name is White, James White of New 
York,” he told them as he resumed his seat and 
motioned for them to sit down. “I saw your polo 
game the other night and want to congratulate you 
on your playing, both of you.” 

“Thanks,” both boys acknowledged the compli- 
ment. 

“But, of course, you know I didn’t come all the 
way from New York just to tell you that,” he smiled. 

“T didn’t suppose so,” Jack smiled back. 

“T represent Kuhn and Company of New York. 
You no doubt have heard of them.” 

“Can’t say that I have,” Bob replied. 

“That seems strange, but such is fame. We are 
in the radio business, you know. In fact I may say 
that we are one of the biggest firms in the country in 
that business. Well, to make a long story short, 
we have lately had a number of our research men at 
work on the photoradio problem.” 

“Yes?” Bob smiled as the man stopped. 

“And we happen to know that you two boys have 
been doing something along that same line.” 

“How did you find that out?” Bob asked. 

“Who hasn’t heard of the Lakewood boys?” the 
man smiled. 
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“But we’ve never told anyone outside the family 
about our work along that line.” 

“Then you acknowledge that you have been work- 
ing at it?” 

Bob saw that it was too late to draw back so he 
bowed his head. 

“Why, yes, we’ve dabbled at it a bit.” 

“And with what success, may I ask?” 

“Why, I hardly think we’re in a position to answer 
that question just now.” 

“Well, that’s all right. I don’t blame you for 
being careful, of course, but with a firm of the stand- 
ing of Kuhn and Company you have no need to be 
afraid. Frankly, if you’ve got anything that’s worth 
while, we’d like to make you an offer for it. I may 
as well confess that our men haven’t accomplished 
much so far.” 

“You’re very kind to take an interest in us,” Bob 
began but the man interrupted: 

“Not at all. It’s just a matter of business, you see. 
If you’ve got anything to sell that’s worth anything 
along this line we want it, that’s all.” 

“Well, we haven’t,” Bob told him. 

“You mean you haven’t anything worth while or 
that what you’ve got isn’t for sale?” 

“Both, perhaps,” Bob smiled. 


“Which, I take it, means that you don’t care to 
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“Exactly.” 

“Well, of course, it’s up to you but I think I 
could make it worth your while to be frank with 
me.” 

“T think I have been.” 

“In a way, yes, but not in the way I would like.” 

“T’m afraid it’ll have to be that way, though,” Bob 
smiled. 

“And you think I could not make you change your 
mind ?” 

“T’m positive of it.” 

“Then I guess there’s nothing more to be said ex- 
cept that ’m sorry. However, in case you do change 
your mind, you can reach me at this address.” 

He handed Bob a card which he put in his pocket 
without looking at it. 

“Let’s see that card,” Jack said a few minutes 
later after they had reached their room. 

Bob took the card from his pocket and, after 
glancing at it, handed it to Jack. 

“Hotel Majestic,” Jack read. “Wonder why he 
didn’t give the address of his firm. 

“Do you suppose there is any such firm?” Bob 
asked. 

“Don’t you?” 

“T don’t know but I didn’t altogether like the looks 
of that man.” 

“No more did I. But I reckon we can find out 
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whether or not there is such a firm. There’s a New 
York telephone book down stairs and it’ll be in it 
if there is. I’ll go see.” 

Jack was back in less than ten minutes with the 
announcement that he had found it. 

“It’s on Fifth Avenue,” he said. 

“Did it state what their business is?” Bob asked. 

“Yep. Radio supplies.” 

“Then he told the truth about that part of it any- 
how.” 

“But it doesn’t mean anything. It doesn’t tell 
us that he’s connected with it and he wouldn’t be 
likely to give us the name of a firm which doesn’t 
exist. He’d know we could find out.” 

“That’s so. But how can we find out if he is con- 
nected with it?” 

“We could write and ask ’em.” 

“But that would be rather embarrassing if we 
ever met him again, that is, if he found it out and 
I reckon he would.” 

“You think he’s a crook?” 

“I don’t know what to think. It seems kind of 
strange to me that he gave us his address at that 
hotel instead of at the firm’s place of business.” 

“How do you suppose he ever found out what 
we're up to?” 

“Haven't the slightest idea, have you?” 
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“Well, yes, I’ve an idea but I don’t know that it’s 
worth anything.” 

“Spring it.” 

“Jerry McNeil.” 

“What’s he got to do with it?” 

“T don’t know that he’s got anything to do with 
it but when I went down stairs just now I went to 
the front door after I’d found the name of that firm 
and I saw him talking to Jerry down by the gate.” 

“But that may not mean anything.” 

“And then again it may.” 

“But he may have just met him accidently and 
stopped to ask him about something.” 

“Of course, he may have but it’s my bet that he 
knows him and that it was Jerry that told him about 
xis.” 

“But Jerry doesn’t know what we’re doing.” 

“How do you know he doesn’t? I reckon he could 
guess.” 

“Well, you may be right but it’s pretty far 
fetched.” 

Just then first call for supper sounded and they 
were obliged to give up their argument for the time 
being. 
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CHAPTER IV. 
BOB DISAPPEARS. 


Ir Bob or Jack could have overheard the conver- 
sation between Jerry McNeil and the man who called 
himself James White they would have had to won- 
der no longer where the latter had gotten his infor- 
mation regarding them. Jerry met the man by the 
front gate where he had been waiting for some time. 

“How’d you make out?” he asked as White joined 
him. 

“Nothing doing,” White replied in a disappointed 
tone. 

“They wouldn’t talk?” 

“About as much as a clam.” 

“Well, I told you they were pretty close mouthed.” 

“And I don’t believe they’ve got a thing.” 

“What makes you think that?” 

“They’re too young.” 

“That doesn’t mean anything. I tell you I’ve 
watched them from my window when they’ve left 
the blind open and they’ve got something there that 
looks like a moving picture machine. You know I 
told you that my window is situated so that I can 
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look right into the room. Of course I haven’t seen 
much as they are careful to keep the blind shut most 
of the time but I’ve seen enough to make a pretty 
good guess what they’re doing.” 

“Well, you may be right and I hope you are, but 
I couldn’t get a thing out of them. Now it’s up to 
‘you. If you can learn their secret and if it’s worth 
anything it’s a thousand dollars in your pocket.” 

“Tl do my best but don’t expect too much and 
don’t expect it too soon. They’re smart and it’s 
going to take a lot of smartness to outwit them. But 
we ought not to be standing here talking. If they 
should see us they might suspect something.” 

“But I thought you said their room was on the 
other side of the building.” 

“It is, but they might come out front, you know.” 

“Well I must be off. Let me know how things 


”? 


go. 
“T will,” Jerry replied as they shook hands. 
“I wish I’d never met him,” Jerry sighed as he 
walked slowly up the path toward the college. 
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Saturday night the cadets played the University, 
of Pennsylvania in the armory riding hall. The 
University players were older and more experienced 
than the cadets but the superior horsemanship of 
the latter more than compensated for their youth 
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and lack of experience and they won handily by a 
score of eighteen to ten. 

“Now for Princeton and Norwich and then all 
aboard for the inter-collegiate tournament in New 
York,” Jack cried as they returned to their room 
shortly after eleven o’clock. 

“And we've got to get it back on Princeton to 
make up for that twelve to one licking they gave 
us last spring,” Bob declared. 

“But look at the field we played on. Why it was 
so rough that it looked more like a potato patch than 
a polo field,” Jack said indignantly. 

“T know, but it was six to one and half a dozen 
to the other,’ Bob reminded him. 

“Not much it wasn’t. They had been practicing 
on it and were used to it.” 

“Well, maybe that did have something to do with 
it and here’s hoping that we get back at them next 
time.” 

As they were undressing a few minutes later Jack 
suddenly asked: 

“TI say, Bob, have you noticed any change in Jerry 
McNeil lately?” 

“Why, I don’t know. Come to think of it he 
has seemed a bit more friendly than usual, if that’s 
what you mean.” 

“That’s just what I mean. He never has seemed 
to like me till just the past few days but now he 
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tries to go out of his way to be nice and—well—I 
think I can smell a mouse.” 

“You think r 

“That he’s paving the way to find out what we’ré 
doing in the lab.” 

“Then it’s up to us to be doubly on our guard, 
but we want to be careful and not let him know 
that we suspect anything.” 

“Careful is my middle name, you know,” Jack 
chuckled as he got between the sheets. 

“Yes, it is—not,” Bob retorted as he turned out 
the light. 

The game with Norwich, the following Saturday 
night, turned out as per Jack’s schedule although 
at first it looked as though the cadets were going 
to suffer a severe defeat. They had been playing 
only a half minute when Lanky hit the ball through 
his own goal. It looked as though he had lost his 
head for the moment and had gotten the goals con- 
fused but he explained afterward that such was not 
the case. 

“Mallet turned in my hand just as I struck and 
hit at the wrong angle,” he declared. 

But it gave Norwich the first tally and, a moment 
later, their number two scored again on a long drive. 
Greatly to the disappointment of the Fortress root- 
ers the cadets, contrary to their usual practice, could 
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not seem to get going and the chukker ended with 
the score five to nothing against them. 

“This’ll never do,” Bob whispered to Jack as they 
~were changing horses. 

“T don’t know what’s the matter,” Jack whispered 
back. “I couldn’t hit a balloon to-night.” 

“Tt was all my fault,” declared Lanky, who was 
standing close by. 

“That’s not so,” Bob retorted. “We were all rot- 
ten but let’s show ’em this next chukker.” 

“You bet,” both Lanky and Jack replied. 

And they did just that. At the very opening of 
the period it was evident that the cadets were re- 
solved to redeem themselves and the way they rode 
and hit the ball was a revelation not only to the 
spectators but to the opposing team as well. The 
chukker ended five all. 

“That’s better,” Bob said as they entered one of 
the troop rooms for a rest of ten minutes. 

“Just about a hundred per cent better, I should 
say,’ Lanky grinned. 

The third chukker they added four more goals 
to their score and prevented Norwich from tallying 
and in the fourth and last chukker they scored three 
times to their opponents’ once. 

“Now for the inter-collegiate match in New 
York,” Jack said as they. were dressing after the 
game. 
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“And then we'll find out if we’re any good,” Bob 
added. 

“And we've got just two weeks to get ready for 
it,” Lanky reminded them. 

There was no polo practice the following Monday, 
and, as soon as drill was over the boys hurried to 
their work shop as they called the little room. It 
was the first time since they had tested the new 
plates that they had found a minute’s time to devote 
to the work and they were anxious to try out a 
new plan which had occurred to Bob. 

“What’s the matter with this lock,” Jack asked 
after he had made several attempts to insert his 
key. 

“What do you mean?” Bob, who was standing 
close behind waiting for him to open the door, 
asked quickly. 

“Why, I can’t seem to get the key in it.” 

“Let me try.” 

“Just a minute. I think I have it. No I haven't 
either.” 

“There’s something in it,” Bob declared a moment 
later after he had tried his luck. 

“But it was all right the last time we opened it.” 

“T know, but it isn’t now.” 

“Will we have to break it?” 

“Looks like it. You go down in the lab and get 
a hammer while I give it another try.” 
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He had not succeeded in getting it open when 
Jack returned and, without wasting more time, he 
took the hammer and, with a strong blow, smashed 
the lock. 

“I’ve got another in my desk,” he told Jack as 
he pushed open the door. 

“Let’s see what was the matter with this one,” 
Jack suggested as he held out the broken lock in his 
hand. 

Taking a screw driver Bob soon had the lock 
apart and, as he lifted off the broken cover, a bit 
of metal fell into his hand. 

“What would you say that is?’ he asked as he 
held it out to Jack. 

“Looks like a piece broken off the end of a key.” 

“My guess exactly.” 

“Then it means ra . 

“That someone has been trying to get into this 
room. You see his key didn’t fit and in trying to 
force it he broke it off.” 

“But who was it?” 

“Ask me something easy but I can guess.” 

“Same here and I reckon we’d both guess the 
same.” 

“Well, what’s the answer ?” 

“Why, he’ll probably get in sooner or later and 
the only thing to do is to always leave things so 
that it won’t do him any good if he does.” 
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“Well, I reckon we can do that all right, but I do 
hate to think there’s a fellow here mean enough to 
do a thing like that.” 

“So do I but, you know, it takes all kinds of 
people to make a world and I reckon it’s about the 
same when it comes to a college. Anyhow the plot 
thickens and it’s up to us to keep on the watch all 
the time.” 

They worked until time for mess and while Jack 
was putting things in order to leave Bob went to 
his room for the spare padlock. 

Tuesday afternoon polo practice kept them busy 
until time to wash up for mess and Bob and Jack 
were the last to leave the riding hall. 

“There, I forgot my crop,’ Bob said when they 
were about half way to the gymnasium. “You go 
ahead and I’ll run back and get it.” 

He turned without waiting for Jack to reply and 
was half way down the hill by the time Jack sang out 
that he’d have to hurry or he’d be late. But he had 
not returned by the time Jack was washed and 
dressed and he concluded that he must have decided 
to go directly to the room and put on his old uniform 
for fear of being late to mess if he came to the gym- 
nasium first. 

“But he ought to have made it easy,” he thought 
as he left the building. “He’s still got ten minutes 
to spare.” 
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Seeing that he had time he decided to run down 
to the riding hall instead of going to his room. As 
he ran across the road he noticed that there were no 
lights in the hall and, as the night was cloudy, it 
was very dark. 

“Bob!” 

He shouted the name as he swung open the little 
side door, but there was no answer. 

“Guess he must have gone to the room,” he 
thought as he groped his way into the darkness. 

“Bob!” he called again and strained his ears to 
listen but no sound came to them. 

It was so dark in the hall that he was unable to 
see his hand before his face and, after groping 
about for a few minutes and calling several times 
he knew that he would have to hurry or he would 
be late. 

“Bob’ll have a great time laughing af me when I 
tell him I came down here to look for him,’’ he 
thought as he reached the door and stepped out into 
the night. 

Just then mess call sounded and he hurried up 
the hill and rushed into the wash room just as the 
assembly blew. He had barely time to fall into line 
and not until he was seated at the table did he have 
time to look for Bob whose seat was at a table on 
the other side of the room. Then a strange feeling 
of fear stole over him as he saw that his brother’s 
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seat was empty, and it was all he could do to keep 
his head bowed while the officer in charge was say- 
ing grace. 

“Have you seen Bob?” he asked Lanky, who sat 
next to him at the head of the table. 

“Not since practice. Didn’t he come up with you?” 

“He went back to get his crop and I haven’t seen 
him since.” Jack knew that his voice trembled but 
he could not help it. 

“That’s strange,” Lanky said, then loudly enough 
to be heard by all the cadets at his mess, he asked: 
“Anyone seen Bob Lakewood since polo practice?” 

No one had and Jack’s heart sank. 

“TI went back to the riding hall as soon as I was 
dressed,” he told Lanky, “but he wasn’t there.” 

“But where can he be?” 

“T wish I knew.” 

Just then Lieutenant White, the officer in charge 
of the mess hall, came up behind Jack. 

“Do you know where your brother is, Mr. Lake- 
wood ?” he asked. 

“No, sir,” Jack replied, rising to his feet. 

“T have no record of him being excused mess and 
he’s not often late. In fact, I don’t know that he’s 
ever late.” 

“May I go up and see if he’s in our room?” Jack 
asked in a trembly voice. 
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“There’s nothing wrong is there?” the officer 
asked. 

“T—I hope not, sir, but e 

“But what?” 

Then Jack told him what had happened. 

“You had better go with him, Mr. Blake,” the 
officer said. ‘‘Perhaps he’s been taken sick.” 

Lanky and Jack hurried from the mess hal) and 
ran up the stairs at the top of their speed. Lanky 
reached the room first and flung open the door. 
The room was in darkness and he hurriedly snapped 
on the light. But the room was empty and there 
was no sign that Bob had been there. 

“What can it mean?” Jack gasped as he sank 
down on one of the bunks. 

“Now hold your horses. He can’t be very far 
away,” Lanky said kindly. “Have you got a flash- 
light ?” 

ih dt oes 

“Then get it and we'll go down to the riding 
hall. He might have fainted, you know, and you 
wouldn’t have been likely to find him in the dark.” 

“But Bob never fainted and he was all right when 
he left me,” Jack faltered. ; 

“TI know, but there’s always got to be a first time, 
you know.” 


By this time Jack had secured the flash and they 
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hurried back to the mess hall to get permission to 
go to the riding hall. 

“Did you find him?” Lieutenant White asked as 
they came up to him. 

“No, sir, he wasn’t there.” 

“Tt’s strange.” 

“May we have permission to go down to the rid- 
ing hall and see if he’s there?” Lanky asked. 

“Certainly.” 

“Thank you, sir.” 

“Wait a minute and I'll go with you. I don’t like 
the looks of this thing,” Lieutenant White whis- 
pered to Lanky. He quickly placed the first cadet 
captain in charge of the room and then followed 
Lanky and Jack out through the wash room. It had 
been whispered about throughout the corps that Bob 
Lakewood was missing and the room was buzzing 
with excitement. 

As they made their way across the road and down 
the hill toward the riding hall Jack was more scared 
than he ever ‘had been before. He was sure that 
something awful had happened to Bob although 
what it could be he could not imagine. As they 
came to the stables about half way down the hill, 
Lieutenant White said: 

“T believe the lights in the hall turn on from the 
stables. You wait a minute and I’ll turn them on.” 

“Do you suppose——?”’ Jack began as soon as the 
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officer had left them, but Lanky interrupted him. 

“No, I don’t suppose any harm has come to him 
and don’t you go to getting all worked up. Bob is 
able to take care of himself.” 

“I know that, but something has happened to 
him,” Jack insisted. 

Just then the lights in the riding hall flashed on 
and almost at once the officer rejoined them. As 
they pulled open the side door and stepped within 
Jack’s heart was in his mouth and he could hardly 
tell whether or not he was relieved when a hasty 
glance around showed that Bob was not there. 

“He’s not here,” Lanky said. 

“Do you see anything of his crop?” Jack asked 
as he began walking about the hall looking sharply, 
all about him. 

A careful search, however, did not disclose the 
crop and, as they came together near the center of 
the hall, Jack said: 

“That proves that he came inside.” 

“Unless someone else has taken it,” Lanky sug< 
gested. 

“But who could have taken it?” Jack asked. 

“That’s something we can’t tell now but what do 
you think we’d better do?” Lanky asked turning to 
Lieutenant White. 


“T think the best thing to do is to turn out the 
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Seniors as quickly as possible for a search. He can’t 
be very far off.” 

“Just what I was thinking,” Lanky declared. 

“Then suppose you and Lakewood stay here and 
be looking about and I'll run up and give the order. 
We'll be back here in less than no time and then 
we'll see what’s what.” 

For Jack’s sake he was trying to speak cheerfully 
and to treat the matter as lightly as he could but, in 
his heart the lieutenant was much alarmed. He 
knew that Bob Lakewood was a thoroughly reliable 
cadet and that there must be a good reason for his 
absence. 

Lanky and Jack continued to look for clues, but 
the tan bark was so cut up by the shoes of the horses 
that there was no such thing possible as identifying 
a foot print and they had discovered nothing when, 
a few minutes later, the seniors came running down 
the hill and burst into the hall. 

“Lieutenant White stopped to tell the general 
about it,’ one of them whispered to Lanky. “He 
said to wait here till he came.” 

They did not have long to wait for Lieutenant 
White accompanied by General Breck was only a 
few minutes behind them. 

“Gentlemen,” the general began, holding up his 
hand for silence, “Lieutenant White and I think 
that the best thing to do is for you to scatter through- 
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out the city as quickly as possible by twos and start 
the search which must be thorough. I suggest that 
two of you go at once to the railroad stations and 
others to the different roads leading from the city 
and do not be afraid to ask questions of anyone. 
He and I, with the help of some of the juniors, will 
make a search of the grounds and buildings of the 
college. Now what do you say?” 

“We'll do it, sir,” several of the cadets shouted 
and they quickly began to pair off. 

“Come back and report if you find anything or 
as soon as you think you have done all you can,” 
the general ordered as soon as the pairing was com- 
pleted. ‘And now the lieutenant will tell each pair 
where to go in order that the ground may be thor- 
oughly covered.” 
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CHAPTER V. 


THE PLOT, 


WHEN Bob turned to go back to the riding hall 
for the crop which, in his haste, he had forgotten, he 
noticed that the lights were still on. He knew exactly 
where he had left the crop and would probably not 
have bothered to stop to turn on the lights in any 
event but he was glad that they were on. He found 
the crop just where he expected and, snatching it up, 
he turned to retrace his steps just as the lights went 
out. 

“Just in time,” he thought as he groped his way 
toward the side door in the darkness which was so 
intense that he could hardly see his hand before his 
face. But he was so familiar with the hall that he 
had little difficulty in finding his way and in less than 
five minutes from the time he had left Jack he had 
again started up the hill toward the college. 

As he reached the road at the top of the hill he 
noticed a large closed car standing close to the curb 
almost in front of the gate and, just as he was about 
to cross over, the door of the car swung open and 
someone called out: 
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“Ts this the right road for Philadelphia?” 

Bob stepped back onto the curb and approached 
the car. 

“Yes, sir,” he said. “You follow this street about 
two blocks and you'll cross the railroad, and just 
beyond that you turn left onto the Chester Pike. 
Follow the car tracks into Darby, then turn right 
where you see the traffic cop and keep straight ahead. 
You can’t miss it.” 

“Thanks.” 

By this time the man was out of the car and stand- 
ing close beside Bob. Bob noticed that the engine 
was running and could see that a powerful appear- 
ing man was at the wheel. He was about to tell the 
man that he was welcome when, with a swiftness 
that took him entirely off his guard, he was seized 
and hurled into the back part of the car. At the 
same instant the driver threw in his clutch and before 
Bob could make a move to defend himself the car 
was speeding down the street. 

Bob was not one to submit tamely to such treat- 
ment and he at once began to struggle to get up from 
the floor on which he had been flung. But instantly 
he felt himself seized by a powerful pair of hands 
which held him in an embrace which he was unable 
to break. Almost at the same time a wet cloth was 
pressed over his face and the sickish odor of chloro- 
form in his nostrils told him that his abductors meant 
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business. He struggled with all his strength but the 
drug quickly overcame him and he felt his senses 
leaving him. 

Slowly, as he drifted back to consciousness, 
memory returned to Bob. His head ached fearfully 
and for a long time he lay with closed eyes too miser- 
able even to think. Then, as his brain gradually 
cleared, he began to wonder what it was all about. 
He perceived that he was lying on a narrow bed 
which was far from soft but, when he opened his 
eyes he was unable to see a thing so intense was the 
darkness. Gradually the pain died away and his 
thoughts became more coherent. He listened for 
some time but no sound reached him. 

“They must have taken me away from the city,” 
he thought. “It couldn’t be as still as this anywhere 
except in the country.” 

He searched his clothes hoping that he might find 
at least one match but, as he was dressed in his rid- 
ing togs, he did not really expect to find one and he 
did not. 

“It’s a wonder they didn’t tie me up,” he thought 
a little later as he swung his feet around and sat up 
on the side of the bed. “It’s sure dark as the ace of 
spades,” he muttered as he slowly got to his feet and 
began cautiously to move away from the bed. He 
moved by inches carefully testing each plank with his 
foot before bearing his weight on it. Why he had 
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been attacked he had not the slightest idea at present 
except that possibly he had been mistaken for an- 
other cadet. That the men had come to the college 
for the purpose of kidnapping some one of the cadets 
he could hardly doubt, but why they should want 
him was beyond his imagination. 

After he had covered what he judged was ten feet 
his outstretched hand touched a wall. It was of 
rough boards and the fact strengthened his idea that 
he had been taken away from the city to some place 
more or less distant. 

Keeping one hand on’ the wall he began moving 
to the right and soon reached a corner without en- 
countering either door or window. The next side 
was equally bare of any break as were also the other 
two. 

“Well, what do you know about that?” he muttered 
when he had made the complete circuit. “What kind 
of a building is this with no door and no window?” 

He had touched no article of furniture save the 
bed and he was convinced that it was the only article 
in the room. 

“Looks like they had me all right,” he muttered 
as he groped his way to the bed and sat down. 

Then, for the first time, he realized that it was 
cold in the room, and he quickly stretched out and 
drew the blankets, of which there were several, over 
him. 
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“They didn’t intend for me to freeze anyhow,” 
he thought. “But there must be some way of get- 
ting in and out of this room. They got me in, that’s 
sure. Wonder if there’s a trap door. 

He waited a few minutes until he was thoroughly 
warm again and then threw off the blankets and 
getting down on his knees went over every inch of 
the floor even under the bed. But he found not so 
much as a loose board. Although it was winter the 
day had been warm and he did not actually suffer 
from the cold as he had on his heavy sweater. 

“Reckon I'd better try the walls again,” he thought 
as he stood up. “Maybe I didn’t feel high or low 
enough.” 

This time he was more thorough in his search 
reaching up as far as he could and down to the floor. 
He judged that he took fully an hour in going over 
the walls this time. But the result was the same as 
before. So far as he could find there was absolutely 
no break either in the walls or the floor. 

“Must be in the roof,” he said half aloud as he 
groped his way to the bed and stood on the edge. 

He found that he could just touch the ceiling with 
the tips of his fingers and much disappointed he again 
stretched out and covered himself up. 

“There must be an opening up there somewhere,” 
he thought, “but it isn’t going to do me any good 
if I can’t reach it. The air seems all right in here 


66 THE LAKEWOOD BOYS 


so there must be a place where fresh air gets in or 
it would be getting stale. The room can’t be much 
more than twelve feet square and it wouldn’t take 
me very long to breathe up that much air.” 

His head still ached but it was getting better all 
the time. He was used to a hard bed and he de- 
cided that he might as well take a nap. 

How long he slept he never knew as he had no 
watch with him but when he awoke his headache had 
vanished and he felt much refreshed. 

“Must have slept some time,” he thought. “My 
tummy feels as though the bottom was about ready 
to fall out of it.” 

He threw off the blankets and swung his feet to 
the floor, and was much surprised when one of them 
came in contact with an object which he knew was 
not there when he went to sleep. Quickly he bent 
over and felt with his hand. The object proved to 
be a small tin waiter and on it was a tin plate loaded 
with three ham sandwiches. There was also a pint 
bottle filled with what proved to be coffee. 

“What do you know about that?” he muttered as 
he bit into one of the sandwiches. “I hope these 
aren’t poisoned or anything like that.” Then he 
paused as the thought came to him that they might 
be. But a moment’s thought convinced him that 
the idea was foolish. 

“If they had wanted to kill me they could have 
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done it without going to all this trouble,” he told 
himself as he took another bite. 

The coffee was excellent and still warm though not 
hot, a fact which convinced him that the tray must 
have been brought in shortly before he awoke. He 
ate all three sandwiches and, as they were large, his 
hunger was fairly well satisfied. 

Once more he made the circuit of the walls and, 
on his hands and knees, again covered the floor in 
a painstaking search for a way out. But he found 
none. Not a trace of light entered the room and 
yet the air remained, so far as he was able to judge, 
perfectly pure. How did the fresh air get in? He 
had probably asked himself the question a dozen 
times already but could hit upon no satisfactory solu- 
tion. Not a sound except those made by himself 
had reached his ears since he had been in the room 
and suddenly the thought entered his mind that he 
might be in a chamber far beneath the surface of 
the earth. To be sure the walls as well as the floor 
were of boards but, of course, that would be possible 
even under ground. The supposition would account 
for the lack of noise and light, he told himself as he 
again stretched out on the bed and covered himself 
with the blankets. 

He had not been lying there very long before he 
began to be extremely nervous. At first he was un- 
able to account for the sensation for never before 
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had he been aware that he had any nerves. Then he 
decided that it was due to the deathlike stillness and 
the darkness. How long could a fellow live under 
these conditions and not lose his mind? he wondered. 
If he only had a watch so that he could keep track 
of the passage of time it would help some, he 
thought. To be sure he would be unable to see the 
face unless it had a luminous dial but he could feel 
the position of the hands. Soon he began to talk out 
loud to himself and the sound of his voice served to 
allay to some extent his nervousness. 

After a time he began to feel sleepy but he had 
resolved that he would not go to sleep. Food had 
been in some way brought into the room once since 
he had been there and he supposed it would be 
brought in again and he was determined to be awake 
when it came. He thought likely they would feed 
him at least twice a day and he felt that it must be 
nearly time for the second feeding. Then again his 
mind turned to thoughts of what it was all about. 
Who had kidnapped him and for what purpose? 
Did it have anything to do with the secret of the 
photoradio? He hardly thought so but yet, what 
else could it be? He knew that there were at the 
college boys who had far richer fathers than his and 
if a ransom was what they were after, why had they 
selected him? Was Jerry McNeil in any way mixed 
up in it? Probably not, he decided. How about 
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the man who had called on them at the college and 
had said his name was White? He could not say 
whether or not the man who had pushed him into 
the car was he or not. It had been dark and he had 
not gotten a good look at his face. He tried to re- 
call his voice but could not remember that there was 
any resemblance. There might have been and then 
again there might not have been. After all it 
wouldn’t really tell him anything as a man could 
easily disguise his voice for a few minutes at least. 

He had stopped talking some time ago and had 
been lying as still as he could for fear that the food 
would not come if his captors knew he was awake. 
Finally, in spite of his efforts to keep awake, he fell 
asleep. 

He awoke suddenly. Something had disturbed 
him. Of that he was certain and he lay perfectly 
still and strained his ears to catch the slightest sound. 
He was wide awake every trace of sleepiness gone. 
Perhaps two minutes passed and then he heard a 
slight movement and knew that someone besides him- 
self was in the room. Now he fancied he could 
hear the sound of breathing and he was resolved to 
act. Careful not to make a sound he pushed the 
blankets from his body and then, moving his legs by 
inches, he swung his feet to the floor, fearful lest 
the bed should creak. Finally he raised his body 
until he was sitting on the edge of the bed. He was 
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sure he had not made a sound. Then he again 
listened until a movement now fairly plain con- 
vinced him that the intruder was directly in front of 
him. 

Then, steeling his muscles with all his might, he 
suddenly gave a loud yell and leaped through the air. 
His ruse to surprise the other occupant of the room 
was evidently a huge success in so far as the surprise 
itself was concerned, for he landed squarely on a 
man’s back and, with a grunt of fear or surprise or 
anger, Bob never knew which, he was borne to the 
floor with Bob on top. But the man quickly recovered 
himself and, before Bob was able to get his hands on 
his throat, he had brushed him off and gained his 
feet. Bob, however, had no intention of allowing 
him to escape so easily and, making a quick guess 
at the right direction, he dove forward and, as good 
luck would have it, grasped the man about the knees. 
It was a regular foot ball tackle and it would have 
taken a very strong man to have stood up under it. 
Down he went and once more Bob tried to get a 
grasp on his throat. He had sensed rather than felt 
that the man was not large but he was soon to learn 
that his skill at the rough and tumble game as well 
as his knowledge of wrestling more than made up 
for any lack of size. 

Over and over they rolled first one on top and then 
the other. Try as he might Bob was unable to get 
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any kind of a decisive hold although so far he had 
been successful in preventing the other from doing 
any damage. Early in the struggle Bob became 
aware that the man was far more than a match for 
him so far as strength went and his heart sank as 
the realization was borne in upon him that he was 
familiar with all the tricks of wrestling which he 
knew. Finally the man got a firm hold of Bob’s 
throat with both hands and the boy feared that it 
was all up with him, but by a desperate effort he tore 
his hands away and, giving his body a quick twist, 
he sprang to his feet. He had had enough of the 
rough and tumble game and was determined to see 
what he could do with his fists. 

Of course the darkness made any attempt at 
scientific boxing out of the question but he was suré 
that he would stand a better chance than if he again 
allowed those strong arms to be wrapped about him. 
It was quickly apparent that the other, however, was 
eager to renew the struggle along the same lines for 
Bob, who had stepped back several steps, could hear 
him groping about in an effort to locate him. Al- 
though the man was doing his utmost to make his 
movements silent the quick ears of the boy were able 
to follow them and was certain as to his position. He 
made a slight move with his foot and knew instantly 
that the sound had been heard and that his antagon- 
ist was coming toward him. Waiting until he felt 
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rather than saw the man’s presence only about a 
couple of feet in front of him, he suddenly stepped 
forward and, aiming at the height of his own head, 
he struck with all his might. The blow landed but 
it was a bit high and only scraped the man’s head on 
top. The force of the blow carried him forward and 
before he could dodge back the man had his arms 
about him. But, by a desperate effort, he tore him- 
self away before the grip could tighten. 

“Better be good, kid.” 

For a moment Bob made no reply to the sugges- 
tion and the man added: 

“T don’t want to hurt you but I'll have to if you’re 
going to cut up.” 

“Provided you don’t get hurt first,” Bob said. 

“But you can’t hurt me.” 

“What makes you think so?” 

“T don’t think so, I know it. You see I’m tough.” 

“T’m not very tender myself,’ Bob assured him. 

“T can swear to that but you’re no match for me, 
so what’s the use of getting all banged up?” 

“What do you want me to do?” Bob asked after 
a moment’s pause. 

“Just get back into bed and be good.” 

“And if I don’t?” 

“Guess I’ll have to make you but I don’t want to 
do it, honest I don’t.” 

“Who are you?” 
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“No one you know.” 

“Tf I get back and do as you say will you tell me 
where I am and why I was brought here?” 

“No, I can’t do that.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because I’m not the boss of this job.” 

“Who is?” 

“That would be telling, you know and I really 
couldn’t do that.” 

All the time they had been talking Bob had been 
trying to make up his mind what to do. He hated 
to lep slip the chance to escape, but, on the other 
hand, he seriously doubted his ability to get the 
better of the man. 

“Will you tell me what you are going to do with 
me?” he finally asked. 

“T can tell you nothing.” 

“Meaning you won’t?” 

“Meaning anything you please to imagine.” 

“Then I reckon I can’t afford to be good,” Bob 
said as he suddenly sprang forward toward where 
he knew the man was standing. 

He had determined not to lose the chance of escape 
if he could help it while, at the same time, he knew 
that he must keep out of the reach of those powerful 
arms. He was trusting to his quickness to accom- 
plish this and he actually succeeded in landing a 
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good blow on the other’s face and dodging back be- 
fore he could grasp him. 

“I'll get you if you try that again,” the man 
panted. 

““Maybe, but you'll have to be spry,” Bob taunted. 

For perhaps the next three minutes Bob knew that 
the man was trying to reach him and he had all he 
could do to keep out of his way. Then he again 
got in a blow and escaped eapture. Whether or 
not he had done his opponent any damage he was 
unable to tell but he rather doubted it and for several 
minutes they again played hide and seek in the dark- 
ness. 

Finally Bob got another chance for a blow but 
this time the man evidently either felt or heard the 
blow coming for he dodged it and, as the force of 
the effort carried the boy forward, he swung his 
fist through the air. It caught Bob squarely on the 
chin and he immediately lost all interest in the game 
for tne time being. 

When he regained consciousness he was lying on 
the bed covered with the blankets. For a moment 
he wondered what it was all about and where he 
was. Then as memory slowly returned he put up 
his hand and felt of his chin. It was pretty tender 
to the touch but, aside from that, he judged that he 
was not injured. 
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“But that was one peach of a wallop, I’ll tell the 
world,” he muttered. 

For some time he lay quiet until he began to 
realize that he was both hungry and thirsty. 

“Wonder if dinner’s ready,” he said aloud as he 
swung his feet to the floor. 

Then, for the first time, it struck him as strange 
that he had not stumbled over the tray in the fight 
as he supposed the man had visited the room for the 
purpose of bringing him food. Almost at once his 
foot hit against the tray and as before he found on 
it three ham sandwiches and a bottle of water. 

“T wish they’d vary the menu a bit,” he thought 
as he started to eat. “But this is a whole lot better 
than nothing,” he added. 

He felt a bit weak and, after he had finished the 
sandwiches and had drained the bottle, he settled 
himself back on the bed and was soon asleep. 
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CHAPTER VI. 
BOB RETURNS. 


“HAVE you any idea as to what could have hap- 
pened to your brother?” 

Jack and Lanky were in the president’s office and 
it was General Breck who asked the question. It 
was nearly twelve o’clock and, shortly before the 
last of the seniors had reported back and announced 
that they had been unable to get the slightest clue, 
Jack and Lanky had come in shortly after eleven 
hoping that some of the others had been more suc- 
cessful than they. 

“No, sir, I can’t say that I have, unless—” 

“Unless what?” the president asked as Jack hesi- 
tated. 

“Why, unless a man who came to see us a few 
days ago had something to do with it,” and he told 
him all about White’s visit and proposal. 

“Of course it’s impossible to know at present but 
it’s a clue and if he is behind it I hardly think you 
need worry about his safety. You see, if he did it 


his object was to find out about your secret and not 
to injure him.” 
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“T think you’re right there, sir,” Lanky agreed. 

“But, after all, it’s only a wild guess,” Jack re- 
minded them. 

“Well, I shall telephone the first thing in the morn- 
ing to that firm and find out if such a man is con- 
nected with it. In the meantime do you think you 
ought to wire or phone your father?” the president 
asked. 

“Perhaps it would be better to wait till morning,” 
Jack replied slowly. ‘You see, he could do nothing 
to-night and it would only worry him.” 

“T think you are wise to wait. He may show up 
safe and sound before morning,” the president tried 
to encourage him. “I assure you that everything 
that can be done to find him will be done,’ he added. 
“But I don’t see that we can do anything more to- 
night and I think it will be wise to try and get some 
sleep.” 

Jack thanked him, and a moment later, the two 
boys left the office and went to their rooms. But 
Jack was unable tosleep. All through the remainder 
of the night he tossed and turned and was up an 
hour before reveille. Soon after breakfast General 
Breck sent for him and told him that he had put 
the matter in the hands of a detective agency in 
Philadelphia and that he was certain that everything 
possible would be done. At his suggestion Jack de- 
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cided to wait another twenty-four hours before noti- 
fying his father. 

“He could do nothing more than we are doing 
and it would only alarm him and your mother,” the 
president argued. 

It seemed to the boy that the day would never 
pass. Knowing that he was in no fit condition to 
study the Colonel had excused him preparation in 
all his studies but told him that he had better attend 
classes and get what he could. Just before dinner 
he again sent for him and told him that he had called 
the New York firm which the man White professed 
to represent. 

“T had the manager of the concern on the phone,” 
he explained, ‘“‘and he said they had a man by that 
name who had been with them for something over a 
year and answered to the description you gave of 
him. He spoke as though they had every confidence 
in him but said he was out of the city on a trip and 
would not be back for several days. I thought it 
best not to tell him my object in asking about him 
just now.” 

“Do you know if it is a reputable firm?” Jack 
asked. 

“Yes, the firm is all right. I found that out 
through a bank in the city.” 

“But that doesn’t prove that White is all right.” 

“Certainly not.” 
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“When do you expect to hear from that detective 
agency?” 

“Sometime this evening at the latest and I will let 
you know at once, of course.” 

The afternoon dragged through its course in some 
way and finally supper time came. Bob’s mysterious 
disappearance was the main topic of conversation 
among the cadets and many expressions of sympathy 
were offered to Jack. At ten minutes past seven the 
bell rang for study hours to begin and Lanky, who 
had been with him in his room, rose to leave. 

“Keep a stiff upper lip, old man,” he said putting 
his arm about Jack’s shoulder. “Something seems 
to tell me that he’s all right and we'll see him before 
long.” 

After Lanky had left the room Jack took down 
his chemistry and turned to the lesson for the next 
day, but before he had started to study, the door 
opened and Bob came in. 

For an instant Jack gazed at his brother as if he 
thought he was seeing a ghost then, as a smile broke 
over Bob’s face, he leaped up and the next second 
had his arms around his brother’s neck and was cry- 
ing in deep heavy sobs. 

“Thank God,” was all he could say. 

“There, there, old fellow,” Bob soothed him. 
“Why all the fuss? I’m all right.” 
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Jack quickly controlled his sobs now that he knew 
Bob was safe and after a moment asked: 

“Have you seen the general?” 

“No, you see, I thought possibly you’d be worried 
so I hurried right up here,” Bob smiled. 

“Oh I wasn’t worried any, oh no, not a bit. But 
we must let him know at once.” 

“Of course. But did you let the folks know?” 

“No, you see—” 

“That’s all right, then. I’m mighty glad you 
didn’t. You wait a minute and I'll report to the 
general and hurry back and tell you all about it.” 

He was gone for nearly half an hour and Jack was 
getting impatient when he returned. 

“T was beginning to think they’d got you again,” 
he said. 

“Sorry to keep you waiting but I had to tell the 
general all about it and I couldn’t get away any. 
sooner.” 

“All right, but hurry up and spin it.” 

So Bob began at the point where he had left him 
to go back for his crop and told him all that had 
happened. 

“They must have drugged me after that fellow 
put me out with that blow to the chin and, by the 
way, he’s got a punch like the kick of a mule. I 
pity Dempsey if he ever goes after the title. Well, 
anyhow when I came to I was in a room which I 
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found out was in a house on Eighth Street in Philly. 
I got up as soon as my head cleared a bit and, finding 
that the door was not locked, I went out into the 
hall. It was nearly six o’clock and pretty dark as 
there was no light burning. I groped my day down 
stairs hoping to get out without being seen but, at 
the foot of the stairs, I ran into a woman. 

“You all right?’ she asked me. 

““T guess so,’ I told her wondering what she 
meant. 

“ Well,’ she went on, ‘you’d better take an old 
woman’s advice and let the stuff alone. It’s mighty 
sad to see a boy as young as you are going to the 
dogs.’ 

“What do you mean?” I asked her. 

“Why drunk of course.’ 

“ ‘But I wasn’t drunk. I was drugged,’ I told her. 
But she only shrugged her shoulders. Then I asked 
her who had brought me there and she professed 
not to know anything about it except that a couple 
of my friends had brought me in about three o’clock 
and told her to keep an eye on me. She made no 
objection to my leaving and I lost no time in beating 
it.” 

“But what was it all about?” Jack asked as soon 
as he had finished. 

“Ask me something easy,” Bob laughed. “But 
T’ll tell you what I think.” . 
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“What’s that?” 

“Well, the only way I can explain it is that who- 
ever it was that kidnapped me was after another 
cadet and made a mistake and when he or they found 
out that I wasn’t the fellow they thought I was, 
why they got rid of me as soon as they could.” 

“Sounds likely.” 

“Tt’s all I can think of.” 

“Then you don’t think it was that man White?” 

“T did think so until they let me go but it doesn’t 
look that way to me now. Of course if it had been 
he his object could have been nothing except to learn 
about our photoradio stuff and I reckon he wouldn’t 
have given up so easy.” 

“No, not unless—” 

“Unless what?” 

“Unless he found that the search for you was 
getting too close. You know the general had a lot 
of detectives hunting for you.” 

“That’s possible, of course, but I think my guess 
is nearer the truth.” 

“Well, I’m tickled to death to have you back again. 
But if you’re right about it it seems that they’re apt 
to have another try for the fellow they took you 
for.” 

“That’s what I told the general and he’s going to 
speak to the corps about it to-morrow and he’s also 
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going to have a detective on guard here for a few 
days.” 

The news that Bob was back spread quickly 
through the corps and in the twenty minutes be- 
tween tattoo and taps he had to tell his story over a 
dozen times or more. 

“Gee, but these old slats feel mighty good,”’ Bob 
declared a little later as he slipped between the sheets 
of his bed. “I'll bet I won’t have to be rocked to 
sleep to-night.” 

“Good night, sleep tight and don’t let the bed bugs 
bite,” Jack laughed as he turned out the light. 

A strong wind was rattling the window and, some 
time later, Bob awoke shivering. 

“Guess I’d better pull that window down a bit,” 
he thought as he slipped out of bed and stepped 
softly across the room. 

As he reached up to get hold of the window he 
glanced out and gave a gasp of surprise. A thick 
cloud of smoke mingled with spurts of flame was 
rising from one end of the stable across the road. 

“Jack!” he shouted sleepily. 

“Get up quick, the stable’s on fire.” 

“You mean it?” Jack was out of his bed by the 
time he had finished the question. 

“Take a look.” 

“Great Scott, all the horses are in there,” he gasped 
rushing back and grabbing for his clothes. 
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By this time Bob had the door open and was shout- 
ing “fire” at the top of his voice. Almost instantly 
other doors flew open and shouts of “where is it?” 
filled the hall. 

“Tt’s the stable. Get dressed quick as possible,” 
Bob shouted and stepped back to don his own clothes. 

Quick dressing had become a habit with the cadets 
as it often had to be done in almost no time in order 
to make reveille line and probably not more than two 
minutes elapsed between the time Bob first discovered 
the fire and when he and Jack were leaping down the 
stairs. 

“Heard any alarm?” Jack shouted as they reached 
the front door. 

“No, you run to the corner and ring it in and I'll 
go down and start getting the horses out,” he 
ordered. 

By the time Bob was across the street the flames 
were shooting up from several places in the roof 
and it was evident that the fire was spreading rapid- 
ly. He glanced back and saw that already the cadets ; 
were pouring out of the building. 

“Only thing we can do is to get the horses out,” 
he shouted as a number of them caught up with him. 

“Sure thing,” Lanky called back. “Get them out 
and run them down to the riding hall.” 

There were, in the stable about fifty horses in- 
cluding the polo ponies and Bob knew that it would 
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take quick work to get them all out in time. The 
door was locked with a padlock and, of course, no 
one had the key. But he quickly snatched up a rock 
and a few well directed blows smashed it and he 
pulled the door open. A cloud of smoke struck him 
in the face and made him start back. 

“It’s worse than I thought,” he gasped to Lanky 
and a couple of other seniors who were close behind 
him. “But we’ve just got to get them out, come 
on.” 

The open door had caused a draft and the smoke 
had cleared a little as he, closely followed by others, 
rushed in. 

“T’'ll get the old gray mare,” he shouted as he ran 
toward one end where he knew the mare was located. 

The horses were badly frightened as was evident 
from the amount of noise they were making and he 
doubted if his shout had been heard. It seemed to 
him that the smoke was getting thicker as he reached 
the last stall and, speaking loudly but in a soothing 
tone, to the mare, quickly untied her. 

“Back up now,” he shouted urging the mare back 
with all his strength. 

But she refused to budge. Then it flashed over 
his mind that he had heard that horses, panic stricken 
in a burning building, often refuse to move. 

“The blame fool won’t budge,” he heard someone 
shout in the next stall. 
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“Throw your blouse over his head,” Bob shouted 
as he pulled off his own garment. 

Blindfolded by the blouse the gray mare became 
suddenly docile and he had no trouble in backing 
her out of the stall. 

“Blindfold ’em. Blindfold ’em,” he shouted at the 
top of his voice as he led the mare along between the 
rows of stalls toward the door. 

The squeals of fright from the horses mingled 
with the shouts of the boys as they urged the fright- 
ened beasts from their stalls, made a bedlam of the 
place such as Bob had never before experienced. The 
smoke was so thick that it was impossible to see and 
it was becoming more and more difficult to breathe. 

“Hope there are enough in here to get them all in 
one trip for there won’t be time for a second I’m 
afraid,” he thought as he finally reached the door the 
first one to get his horse out. 

It was moonlight and he could see that cadets were 
still coming to the scene. 

“Lead her down to the riding hall,” he ordered 
as he thrust the halter into the hand of a cadet who 
had just come through the gate. Without waiting 
for him to object if he was so inclined, Bob darted 
back. Just then he heard the first wild blast of the 
alarm. “Don’t believe they can get here in time to 
do much good,” he thought as he reached the door 
out of which the smoke was pouring ina dense cloud. 
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He was about to plunge in again when someone 
shouted “gangway there,” and another horse 
emerged closely followed by another and another. 
He counted sixteen and then there was a pause. 

“Aren’t there any more fellows in there?” he 
shouted after the last of the cadets to come out. 

“Don’t know,” the cadet shouted back. 

“We'll have to hustle,” Bob warned him and again 
plunged in through the smoke. “There must be more 
fellows in here,” he thought and then he took heart 
as he heard other horses being led past him. 

It seemed a long time before he got his second 
horse out but it could not have been more than a 
minute or two and, as he led him through the doors 
way, he heard someone call out “thirty-eight.” 

“You been counting them?” he asked as he led the 
horse past. 

“Yep. Lanky told me to.” 

“That’s right. Then there are twelve more in 
there.” 

“Twelve is right.” 

Glancing back as he turned the horse over to one 
of the smaller cadets to lead away, he saw that now 
the roof was a roaring mass of flames but he did not 
hesitate as he knew there were still living creatures 
in there. 

“Any more come out?” he asked the cadet who 


was keeping tally. 
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“Four more.” 

“That leaves eight,” he thought as he plunged 
in again. The smoke was now so thick that breath- 
ing was almost impossible and he was obliged to 
pause long enough to tie his handkerchief over his 
nose and mouth. 

While thus engaged he heard three more of the 
horses being led past and knew that at the most but 
five remained. Quickly he felt his way from stall 
to stall and he knew that he must have felt in at least 
thirty before his outstretched hand touched a horse. 
“God grant that this is the last one,” he prayed as 
he untied the halter and threw his blouse over the 
head of the frightened animal. He knew that he 
had about reached the limit of his strength and 
doubted if he would have either the time or the 
energy to make another trip. But his heart gave a 
great leap for joy as the cadet at the doorway 
shouted, “that’s the last one,” as he staggered 
through the thick smoke. 

“You’re sure?” he demanded. 

“That’s fifty,” the cadet affirmed, 

“Then they’re all out,” Bob gasped and then a 
shudder passed through him as he heard a great crash 
and realized that the end of the stable, where he had 
found the last of the horses, had fallen in. 

“Thank God I was in time,” he breathed. 

Just then a fire engine swung in through the gate- 
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way and in another minute, a stream of water was 
playing on the burning roof. Other engines followed 
quickly but it was plainly to be seen that the building 
was doomed. 

“Did you get the horses all out?” the fire chief 
asked Bob as he leaped from his car. 

“Ves, sir, all of them.” 

“That’s good. It would be too late now. I doubt 
if we can save much of the building.” 

“Wonder where Jack is,” Bob thought as he re- 
membered that he had not seen him since they had 
parted at the front door of the main building. 

The thought had hardly passed through his mind 
when Jack grabbed him by the arm. 

“Did anyone get the bears?” he shouted. 
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CHAPTER VII. 
SAVING THE BEARS. 


Bos’s heart almost leaped into his mouth as Jack 
asked him about the bears. They were two cubs 
which the boys had bought the previous summer of 
a man up in Maine, and had presented to the college 
to serve as mascots for the football team. They were 
only six weeks old when they arrived at the col- 
lege and, being playful little fellows, their clumsy 
antics had made them great favorites with the entire 
corps as well as with many of the regular attendants 
of the games. During the winter they were kept in 
a box stall at one end of the stable and there was 
hardly a day that the boys did not visit them. 

“Great Scott! I never thought of them,” he re- 
plied. 

“Then we must get them out,”’ Jack declared. 

“Of course we must, but it’s going to be pretty 
risky going in there now. You stay here and I'll 
see what I can do.” 

“We'll both go,” Jack said in a tone which Bob 
knew admitted of no argument. 

“Come on, then, but you keep behind me,” he said. 
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“But we'll have to have an axe or something to 
get the chains free,” Jack reminded him. 

“Get one off that truck,” Bob ordered and Jack, 
who was standing close beside one of the fire trucks 
had only to reach out his hand and grasp one. 

“All right, come on.” 

Fortunately the bears were housed in the end of 
the stable away from that at which the fire had 
started so that, although the entire roof was now a 
mass of flames, it had not as yet caved in at that 
end. 

“We'll have to try the window. We’d never make 
it through the door,” Bob said, as he took hold of 
Jack’s hand and started around the end of the build- 
ing. 

The window was near the end of the stable and 
was high up from the ground. 

“You'll have to stand on my shoulders and stave 
out the sash,” Bob said as he took his stand be- 
neath the window. 

Jack was up and hacking away with the axe al- 
most before the words were out of his mouth. But 
before he was finished a fireman came around the 
corner dragging a piece of hose. 

“Hey, what’s up?” he demanded. 

“There’s a couple of bears in there,” Bob told 
him. 

“Bears, eh?” 
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“Yes, two cubs.” 

“Well, they’ll have to burn. It’s too late to get 
?em out now.” 

“We're going to make a try for it just the same,” 
Bob told him. 

“Not much, you ain’t. I ain’t a goin’ ter let you 
risk your life fer no bears. It wouldn’t be right,” 
the man insisted. 

“Bu BPI 

“No buts about it. Jump down, sonny.” 

But Jack had kept on at the window and, before 
the fireman could interfere, he had leaped from Bob’s 
shoulders and was through the window. 

“Give me a boost,” Bob demanded. 

“Not much, I won’t.” 

“But he can’t get them out alone.” 

“Mebby not but it’s better for one to be a fool 
than for two to lose their, lives,” the man said as 
he grabbed hold of Bob’s arm seeing that the boy 
was about to make a leap for the sill. “That roof’s 
apt to fall in any: > 

But he never finished the sentence. Bob, realizing 
the uselessness of arguing and knowing that every 
minute counted, drew back his right arm and struck 
with all his strength. The blow landed squarely on 
the point of the fireman’s chin and he dropped with- 
out a sound. Paying no further attention to him 
Bob leaped for the sill and, after a brief struggle, 
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pulled himself over and dropped to the floor. The 
place was dense with smoke and he gasped as it 
filled his lungs, but he knew that the stall was only 
a few feet away and, dropping to his knees, he crept 
rapidly along the floor. Above the roar and crackle 
of the flames he could hear the growling of the bears 
and Jack’s voice as he tried to soothe them. 

“I’m coming,” he shouted. 

As he reached the door of the stall he noticed that 
the flames had burst through one of the upper cor- 
ners making it nearly as light as day. Fortunately 
the smoke was not so dense in the stall and the first 
thing he did was to close the door. 

“T’ve got one chain free,’ Jack gasped as he 
handed the end of it to Bob. “Hold this and I'll 
have the other off in a jiffy.” 

But, just as the end of the other chain came free 
from the post, there came a terrific crash and the 
falling of heavy timbers. 

“We've got no time to lose,”” Bob shouted as he 
made a plunge for the door. 

“T’m all ready. Get the door open,” Jack shouted 
back. 

But the door would not open. Bob had feared as 
much when he heard the falling of the timbers and 
as he pushed with all his strength against it and it 
did not budge, he knew that they were trapped. 

“Make it snappy,” Jack shouted. 


94 THE LAKEWOOD BOYS 


“Tt won’t open.” 

“What ?” 

“The timbers have fallen against it.” 

“Then we're trapped.” 

“Looks like it.” 

‘What shall we do? No use to yell. No one 
could hear us.” 

“Have to cut our way out. Where’s that axe?” 

“Here it is,” Jack cried handing it to Bob who 
at once began to work on the wall at the end of the 
stable. 

The fire had not as yet touched the boards on the 
end and they were as sound as ever. The flames 
were rapidly eating their way into the stall from 
the upper corner and a shower of sparks was con- 
tinually falling on the boys and on the bears as well. 
The little animals were frightened but Jack kept 
talking to them and they crowded close to him as 
if trusting him to save them. Bob hacked frantic- 
ally at the tough boards but the axe was dull and, 
although he was exerting himself to the utmost, he 
realized that he was making but slow progress. 

“Let me take it a minute,” Jack shouted. 

“T’m all right. Keep the bears quiet and I’ll have 
a hole through after a bit.” 

“Tt’'ll have to be quick if it’s going to do us any 
good,” Jack told him. “This part of the roof’s 
going to come down most any minute.” 
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Bob took a quick glance upward and his heart 
sank as he saw how the heavy beams were shaking. 
He renewed his efforts and soon a board gave way 
and he felt a cold current of air rush in. It was 
easier now and the hole rapidly grew as he knocked 
off board after board. 

“Here, Jack, push ’em through,” he cried as he 
stepped back. 

Jack pulled the cubs toward the opening and by 
main force they pushed them out. 

“Now squeeze through and I'll follow,” Bob or- 
dered. 

“You go——” 

“Quick,” Bob snapped. 

Jack did not hesitate any longer but disappeared 
through the hole, and Bob dropped to his knees to 
follow. But before he could move forward, with 
a tremendous crash, the roof fell in. He was con- 
scious of a blow on his head and then—nothing. 

“Ts he badly hurt, doctor?” 

“T don’t think so. He’s got a pretty good sized 
lump on his head but it isn’t fractured.” 

At first the voices seemed to Bob to be coming 
from a great distance but, as his head cleared, he 
heard more distinctly. 

“But it’s a little short of a miracle that he wasn’t 
killed,” the second voice went on. “If that timber 
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had been a couple of inches shorter it would have 
smashed him flat.” 

Bob was conscious that he was lying on a bed and, 
as the voice ceased, he slowly opened his eyes. He 
at once saw that he was in the hospital of the col- 
lege and that Jack was sitting by the side of the 
bed holding his hand, while the college surgeon bent 
over the other side. 

“What happened?” he whispered. 

“How do you feel?” the surgeon asked ignoring 
his question. 

“A bit wozzy and headachey,” Bob smiled. 

“The best thing for you to do is to go to sleep 
if youcan. You'll be all right when you wake up,” 
the surgeon told him. 

“Did we get the bears out?” 

“You sure did but you came mighty near not 
getting out yourself. Now shut your eyes and 
see if you can sleep. Come on, Jack, a nap’ll do him 
more good than anything else just now.” 

“Thank God you're all right, old man,” Jack 
whispered as he squeezed his brother’s hand. Then 
he turned out the light and followed the doctor from 
the room. 

Bob’s memory was not very clear as to just what 
had happened but he knew he was sleepy and it 
was but a few minutes before he was off. When 
he awoke it was broad daylight and, except for a 
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slight headache, he felt as well as ever. There was 
no one in the room and, for a few minutes, he lay 
still trying to recall the events of the night. Slowly 
at first then more rapidly, they came back to him 
and he rejoiced at the thought that none of the 
animals had perished in the fire. 

Then the door opened and the nurse entered. 

“Awake ?” 

“Sure am.” 

“Think you can eat some breakfast ?” 

“Just try me.” 

“All right. I thought you would be hungry when 
you woke up so I have it all ready,”’ and she brought 
a tray to his bedside. 

“Ts that a sample?” Bob asked as he saw the two 
thin slices of toast and the single soft boiled egg. 

“Doctor said not to overload your stomach,” the 
nurse smiled. 

“But that won’t even balance it.” 

“How do you feel?” 

“Hungry.” 

“That’s a good sign. We'll call this a sample 
then and perhaps when the doctor comes he’ll let 
you have some more.” 

“How soon’s he due?” 

“In about an hour.” 

“Well, if I starve before he gets here my blood 
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will be on your head,” he told her as he began to 
eat. 

“All right. I'll take the responsibility,” she 
smiled. 

He had just finished eating when General Breck 
entered the room. 

“How’s the boy?” he smiled coming to the side 
of the bed. 

“T’m all right, sir.” 

“That’s fine. You did a mighty brave thing last 
night. I know it was due largely to you that we 
lost none of the horses. The stable was fully cov- 
ered by insurance so that’s all right, but I couldn’t 
bear the thought of any of those horses burning to 
death, or the cubs either, for that matter. God was 
good to us last night.” 

“Indeed He was, sir.” 

The general chatted a few minutes longer and 
then left saying that it was time for assembly. 

“T think I can make the assembly,” Bob said to 
the nurse as soon as the general was out of the 
room. 

“You'll stay right in bed until the doctor Sees 
you,” the nurse told him and he knew it was no 
use to argue the point. 

He came a little later and Bob stoutly asserted 
that he was as well as ever and, after a careful exam- 
ination, the good-natured doctor agreed with him 
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and consented to his getting up and going on duty 
at once. 

“I know you'll fret yourself and the nurse sick 
if I make you stay here so what’s the use?” he 
laughed. 

“The general made a big spiel about your bray- 
ery,” Jack told him a little later as the two boys 
met in their room after assembly. 

“The dickens, he did. And didn’t he say anything 
about you?” 

“Well, he——” 

“It’s all right, then, only I wish he hadn’t.” 

“Same here. I never was strong about this hero 
stuff.” 

“Do they know how it caught?” 

“Defective wiring, they think.” 

“That’s what they always think when they don’t 
know.” 

“It’s a good guess,” Jack agreed. 

“And it’s a mighty lucky thing for us that none 
of our ponies were hurt with the intercollegiate 
match starting Saturday. By the way, Cap’s going 
to start them off this morning, isn’t he?” 

“They’ve gone already. I saw them starting for 
the train just before assembly. But are you going 
to be all right to play?” 

“Of course. We go Friday, don’t we.” 

“Yep, and that’s the day after to-morrow.” 
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“Well, don’t you worry about your uncle, He'll 
be on the job all right. But there goes the bell for 
lessons.” 

The three first-string cadets together with Rogers 
and Wood for substitutes, accompanied by the coach 
and Captain Breck, General Breck’s son and vice- 
president of the college, left in two automobiles for 
New York shortly after eleven o’clock the following 
Friday. Classes had been dismissed long enough 
for the cadets to speed them on their way with rous- 
ing cheers and cries of “Bring home the bacon.” 

They arrived at the Commodore Hotel shortly be- 
fore supper time and, as soon as they had eaten, 
drove to the Armory where they were scheduled to 
play the New York Athletic Club. While they were 
dressing the door of the room opened and a man, 
already dressed in riding togs entered. 

“My name’s Brown and I’m captain of the team 
you are to play to-night,” he introduced himself. 

“I am glad to know you, sir,”’ Captain Breck told 
him, holding out his hand. Then he introduced him 
to the boys and to the coach. 

“You know, we’re a fifteen goal handicap team,” 
he explained, “but as the game to-night is to be only 
two chukkers, I think it would be about right if we 
gave you eight goals. 

“You’re very kind to make the offer and I do 
not wish to appear boastful, but really we would 
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rather play you on even terms,” Captain Breck told 
him. 

“You mean you don’t want any handicap?” Sur- 
prise was written on the man’s face. 

“Yes, that’s what I mean,” the captain smiled. 

“All right, if you feel that way about it but, while 
I admire your pluck I must say that I doubt your 
judgment. You see, the members of our team have 
played for years and I understand this is your sec- 
ond year at the game.” 

“Yes, that is right. None of the boys ever played 
until a little more than a year ago but, you see, they 
were all good riders before they started at polo and 
that helped a lot.” 

“No doubt about that,” Brown agreed. “Well, 
I'll be getting back. Sure you don’t want the 
goals?” 

“Not till we make them,” Captain Breck smiled 
holding out his hand again. 

“I may be mighty foolish and I reckon I am but 
I never did like that handicap business unless it’s 
in a tournament game,” he said turning to the boys 
as soon as Brown had closed the door behind him. 

“T think you were right to turn down the offer,” 
the coach said. “It really doesn’t mean anything 
but it was white of them to make the offer.” 

“Tt sure was,” the captain agreed, then, turning 
to the boys, he said: “Now I want you to play 
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your best or he’ll think I was just putting up a 
bluff. You can afford to go the limit to-night as 
Cornell will be easy to-morrow night.” 

And the cadets did go the limit. Never had the 
ponies been in better shape and never did the riders 
display better horsemanship and their team work 
was perfect. The hall was well filled with spec- 
tators including many graduates of The Fortress 
and ex-cadets and, when at the end of the first chuk- 
ker, the cadets dismounted with the score three to 
one in their favor, the hall re-echoed with cheers. 

“I knew you could do it,’ Captain Breck told 
each of them in a whisper as he gave them a fond 
slap on the back. 

They kept up the good work throughout the last 
chukker and the game ended with the cadets lead- 
ing seven to three. 

“You've got the best team I ever played against,” 
Brown told them as he hurried up and shook the 
hand of each one followed by the other two players. 
“But Dll be blessed if I see how you did it, but I 
most heartily congratulate you.” 

“It’s very good of you,” Captain Breck assured 
him. “I think they’re pretty good.” 

“Pretty good! Say, that reminds me of the story 
of the boy in school. You know, the teacher asked 
him how many two and two made. ‘Four,’ Jimmie 
replied. ‘“That’s very good, Jimmie,’ the teacher 
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told him. ‘Very good,’ Jimmie snorted indignantly, 
‘why, that’s perfect.’ ” 

“Well, we do not claim to be perfect,” Captain 
Breck smiled. 

“But they played mighty near it to-night and 
you'll win out in the inter-collegiate sure’s shooting.” 

“They’re mighty good losers,” Jack declared as 
they entered the dressing room. 

“And that’s the kind of losers to be,” Captain 
Breck told him. “No game is worth being dis- 
gruntled over provided it’s lost fair and square, 
The Fortress has always been a good loser and I 
hope it always will be.” 

“Tt will be as far as we are concerned,” Bob as- 
sured him. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 
BOB ENJOYS HIMSELF. 


It was only a little after nine o’clock when the 
boys returned to the hotel but they went at once 
to their rooms as both Captain Breck and the coach 
wished them to get to bed early and get a good 
night’s sleep. 

“An hour before twelve is worth three after,” the 
captain told them as they separated for the night. 

“There, I forgot to send a postcard to father,” 
Bob said a few minutes later as he was starting to 
undress. “I'll run down and get one at the desk 
and write it. I won’t be but a minute.” 

Pulling on his blouse he quickly ran down the 
stairs, secured the card and, after writing a few 
lines, dropped it in the letter box. As he turned 
to go up stairs again his eye caught sight of a news- 
paper which someone had left on a chair near the 
foot of the stairs and seeing something about The 
Fortress Polo Team, in the headlines, he picked it 
up and sat down in the chair to read it. Just back 
of him was a small alcove shut off from the main 
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lobby by a thick drapery. He had read the article 
about half way through when his ear caught the 
sound of a man’s voice seemingly coming from be- 
hind the hanging. Something in its inflection caused 
him to listen most intently. Where had he heard 
that voice before? He was certain that he had heard 
it but, at first, was unable to place it. Then, after a 
moment’s pause, the words came more distinctly and 
he gave a sudden start. 

“Better be good.” 

The same words in the same voice which he had 
heard not many days past in a dark room. 

“Oh, I’ll be good all right,” a second voice replied 
in a tone so low that he barely caught the words. 

“You bet you will,” the first voice insisted. 

“Well, there’s no good getting mad about it,” the 
other cautioned in a slightly louder tone than he had 
used before and which made Bob again wonder 
where he had heard it. 

“T’m not mad bu 

“Then don’t say anything more about it. Tl 
meet you to-morrow afternoon at three o'clock, cor- 
ner of Forty-second and Broadway.” 

From the sound Bob knew that the men were on 
the point of leaving their place of concealment but 
whether or not they would come out through the 
lobby he did not know. Sitting perfectly still he 


99 


106 THE LAKEWOOD BOYS 


held the paper so that it would hide his face and 
listened. Yes, they were coming that way. He 
waited hardly breathing for them to pass him and, 
as soon as he knew by the sound of their steps that 
they were over by the desk, he ventured to glance 
from behind the paper. 

They were purchasing cigars at the counter and 
their faces were turned so that he could not see 
them but he was almost certain that the taller man 
was he who had called on them at The Fortress. 
The other man, several inches shorter, was a heavy 
set broad-shouldered man with a bull dog neck and 
long powerful looking arms. 

“No wonder I couldn’t handle him,” he thought. 
“I’m lucky he didn’t kill me outright when he hit 
me.” 

Without turning their faces toward him the men 
soon went out to the street. At first Bob was in-« 
clined to follow them but, remembering that it 
would be an infraction of rules to leave the hotel 
without the Captain’s permission, he gave up the 
idea. 

“I'd probably lose them or get into some kind of 
trouble if I did,” he thought as he started up the 
stairs. 

At first he thought he would tell Jack what had 
happened but by the time he reached the room he 
had decided to wait till morning knowing that he 


AND THE POLO PONIES 107 


would want to try to pick up their trail at once. 

“Took you long enough,” Jack, who was already 
in bed, said as he entered the room. 

“I stopped to read an article I saw in a paper.” 

“What about ?” 

*Us,” 

“You mean the team?” 

Sore. 

“Well, why didn’t you bring it up?” 

“Didn’t belong to me. I found it on a chair.” 

“What did it say?” 

“Oh, a lot of bunk about us being sure of the 
championship.” 

For a long time after the two boys had said good- 
night and Jack was asleep Bob laid awake although 
he knew he ought to get all the sleep he could. But 
the events of the past few days were on his mind 
and try as he might he could not rid his thoughts 
of them. Was there any connection between them, 
the man White who had tried to get hold of their 
invention, the kidnapping of him and his strange 
release, the burning of the college stable, and now 
the finding of the two men, one or both of whom 
he believed to have been implicated in at least part 
of them. 

Downstairs he had determined to at least witness 
the meeting of the two men the following after- 
noon, but now he was not so sure. Would such a 
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step be wise? Stalking an animal or a man in the 
woods of Maine or on the plains of Texas was a 
thing about which he knew something, but when 
it came to doing the same thing in the streets of a 
big city it was, he told himself, a cat of a different 
color. The fact that he wore the uniform of the 
college would make him conspicuous and add to 
the danger. Finally he fell asleep with the matter 
still undecided. 

In broad daylight things often have a different 
aspect from that which clothes them in the night 
time. Thus it was that Bob, who had been unable 
to come to a decision the night before, made up 
his mind before he had been awake five minutes in 
the morning. The idea of following the two men 
he immediately dismissed as out of the question 
but he was resolved to have another good look at 
them. He wanted to make sure that the taller of 
the two was White and to obtain a better view of 
the other. 

“So long as I don’t try to follow them there can 
be no danger even if they do see me and recognize 
me,” he told himself as he sprang out of bed and 
started dressing. “But I wish I had my cits here, 
this uniform is so blamed conspicuous,” he mut- 
tered. 


“Did reveille sound?” came in sleepy tones from 
the other bed. 
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“Not yet,” Bob laughed. 

“Then what’s the use of getting up in the middle 
of the night?” Jack growled. 

“It’s half past seven.” 

“What of it?” 

“Not a thing. Turn over and go to sleep again 
if you feel like it.” 

“T do.” And Jack turned over and, from his 
regular breathing, Bob knew that he was asleep al- 
most instantly. 

“How about a movie this afternoon?” 

Captain Breck asked the question as they were all 
eating dinner together. 

“Fine.” 

All the boys were in favor of the idea except 
Bob. 

“Tf you don’t mind, sir, I think I’d rather walk 
about a bit,”’ he said. 

“Don’t let him, Captain,” Lanky advised. “It’s 
not safe to let him loose on the streets of a big city 
like this. He’ll get kidnapped or fall into a man- 
hole or something of the sort.” 

“Maybe he’s got a date with some girl,” one of 
the other cadets suggested. 

“T guess he can take care of himself,” Captain 
Breck smiled. ‘But don’t forget we’re to have an 
early supper, five thirty sharp.” 
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“T’ll be here,” Bob promised. “And thank you, 
sir.” 

“Remember New York’s full of confidencé men 
waiting for the chance to pluck the unsophisticated 
country boy,” Lanky told him as they parted a few 
minutes later. 

“T’ll try to steer clear of them,” Bob laughed. 

Jack had proposed going with him but he had 
persuaded him that he would have a better time 
with the others and, as he was very fond of pic- 
tures, he did not need much urging. He stood on 
the steps of the hotel until they had turned the 
corner a couple of blocks and then started off in 
the direction of Forty-second Street. It was only 
a little past one o’clock and he knew he had plenty 
of time, so he walked slowly along looking in at 
the shop windows as he went. 

“According to the story books I ought to have a 
false beard on my face and a pair of gum shoes on 
my feet for a job of this kind,” he thought. “And 
instead I’m wearing my own face and a uniform 
that'll tell either one of those fellows who I ama 
mile off. Guess I was an idiot not to go with the 
crowd. I’m about as likely to find out anything that 
will amount to anything as I am to be president.” 
For a moment he was minded to turn back but, 
noting that he was within a block of his destina- 
tion, he decided to keep on. A glance at his watch 
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told him that it still lacked ten minutes to the hour 
but, thinking that one or the other of the men might 
be a bit ahead of time, he peered eagerly about as 
he approached the corner. At the time the streets 
were filled with cars and the sidewalks were packed 
with a mass of people and he knew that it would 
be very easy to miss them altogether and he stopped 
for a moment undecided whether he had better stand 
still and watch or move about. 

“Reckon I'll be less conspicuous if I keep on the 
move,” he finally decided and crossed the street to 
the opposite corner, where he stood for a moment 
near the curb and looked about as though waiting 
for a car. 

After a moemnt he pulled out his watch and saw 
that it was just two o’clock and then crossed the 
other street. For the next fifteen minutes he con- 
tinued these moves crossing from one corner to the 
other and scanning the crowd as closely as he dared. 
But he saw neither man and finally, telling himself 
that it had been a fool idea anyhow, he turned his 
steps back toward the hotel. He had covered but 
half the block, however, when he felt someone touch 
him on the arm and turned to look into the face of 
the man he had seen the night before in the hotel 
with White. 

“Pardon me,” the man began, “but isn’t your 
name Lakewood?” 
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“It is,” Bob replied. 

“I thought so, but I wasn’t sure,” the man smiled. 
“Of course, you don’t know me but my name’s 
Black and I’d like a few minutes’ talk with you. 
Suppose we step in here and eat some ice cream while 
we're talking, eh.” 

The place which he indicated was a most respect- 
able looking ice cream parlor and Bob, anxious to 
know his game, nodded assent and followed him in- 
side. The man led the way to a small table near 
the back of the room and, as soon as he had given 
the order, plunged at once into his purpose in ac- 
costing him. 

“As I said out there, you don’t know me and I 
never saw you before but re 

“How did you know me, then?” Bob interrupted 
quickly. 

“I was walking along with a friend and he pointed 
you out to me.” 

“Who was it?” 

“Noone you know.” 

“Then how did he know me?” 

“Said he’d seen you play polo. He was at the 
game last night and of course your uniform helped.” 

“I suppose so,” Bob agreed. 

At that moment the waiter returned with the ice 
cream and two glasses of water. 
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“Have something else to drink, a glass of ginger 
ale or pop?” the man invited. 

“Thanks, no. The water’ll be all right.” 

For a few moments nothing more was said and 
they ate their cream in silence. Then Bob asked: 

“What was it you wanted to talk to me about?” 

Before the man could answer a disturbance oc- 
curred near the counter which was just at one side 
of the front door. Some one was talking in a loud 
voice and Bob, who was sitting with his back to the 
front of the room, turned his head. Evidently a 
patron thought he was being misused as he was talk- 
ing in a violent tone to the cashier behind the desk. 
Bob was about to turn his head back when he raised 
his eyés a bit and saw something which caused his 
heart to leap and he had all he could do to control 
himself. Just over the front door was a large mir- 
ror and it hung at such an angle that he could 
plainly see himself and his companion reflected in 
it. But what had caused him such astonishment 
was the sight of the man in the act of dropping 
something into his glass of water. 

“So that’s his game,” he thought as he slowly 
turned his head. “It’s a mighty lucky thing for me 
that glass happens to be there.” 

“Thinks he’s been short changed most likely,” 
Black smiled. 

- “T reckon so,” Bob replied slowly. 
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“Now in regard to my object in bringing you in 
here. I’m an outspoken man and believe in coming 
to the point at once. I want to buy your invention.” 

“What invention?” 

“Goodness, have you more than one? You must 
be smart. But I refer to your photoradio.” 

“How do you know I have such a thing?” Bob 
asked, pretending to be mystified. 

“Friend of mine by the name of White told me. 
Said he’d tried to buy it but you wouldn’t sell.” 

“That’s right. We have no intention of selling 
it at present.” 

“Not if the price is high enough?” 

“Not at any price.” 

The man had drained his glass of water and now 
motioned to the waiter to refill it and Bob could 
see that he was wondering why he did not drink. 

“Finest water in the world they serve here. Comes 
from your native state, by the way, Poland 
Springs,” he said, draining his glass again. 

“Yes, I reckon it’s hard to beat Poland water,” 
Bob agreed. 

“Have another cream?” 

“Thanks but I’ve had enough.” 

“You haven’t tried the water.” 

“That’s so,” Bob replied picking up the glass as 
though the thought had just occurred to him. 

He did not fail to catch the gleam of eagerness 
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which Black was unable to keep from his eyes, but 
he apparently changed his mind before the glass 
touched his lips for he sat it down with its contents 
untasted, 

“Why didn’t you drink it?’ The man was un- 
able to keep the disappointment out of his voice. 

“T reckon you know,” Bob forced himself to speak 
dispassionately. 

“What do you mean?” 

“There’s a mirror over the front door. Reckon 
you didn’t notice it.” 

A flush of red mounted to the man’s face and 
Bob could see that he was making a desperate at- 
tempt to keep himself under control. 

“What of it?” he finally snapped. 

“Nothing except that I saw you put something 
into my glass. Surely you don’t expect me to drink 
it after that.” 

“T did nothing of the sort. I thought I saw a 
speck of dirt in the glass and picked it up to see. 
That’s all you saw.” 

“Well, one has to be careful, you know,” Bob 
smiled. “Fortunately you can easily prove the truth 
of your statement.” 

“How ?” 

“By drinking the water.” 

“So you don’t believe me?” 

“After what I saw, no.” 
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“In other words you are calling me a liar.” _ 
“T suppose that’s what it amounts to if you choose 
to put it that way.” 


“By ”? 
“Drink the water and I’ll apologize,’ Bob inter- 
rupted. 


The man reached out his hand and, picking up 
the glass, carried it to his lips, but, as Bob had done 
a moment before, he sat it down untasted. 

“No, Pll be hanged if I will. I’m an honest man 
and I’m not going to give you that satisfaction.” 

“As you please,’”’ Bob smiled. 

“For a kid you’re mighty fresh.” 

“One has to be sometimes, you know. By the 
way, I think you said I had never seen you before.”’ 

“What of it?” 

“Nothing, only I think you were right.” 

“Certainly I was.” 

“But I’ve heard you and, now that I think of it, 
I did see you last night.” 

“Where?” Black demanded. 

“In the Commodore Hotel.” 

“Your mistaken. I wasn’t there.” 

“Well, it doesn’t matter so we’ll let it pass.” 

“Was that where you heard me, too?” 

“I did hear you there but that wasn’t the place I 
had in mind.” 

“Where was it, then?” 
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Bob was aware that the man was highly suspicious 
now and was trying his best to pump him to find 
out how much he knew. He felt that, up to the 
present at least, he had all the best of the argument 
and was enjoying himself immensely. 

“T don’t know,” he replied. 

“You don’t know?” 

“No. You see it was so dark that I couldn’t 
see and when I was taken to the place, I was not 
quite myself.” 

“You mean you were drunk?” 

“Hardly. I was chloroformed.” 

“That’s all foppytosh.” 

“It does sound that way for a fact but it’s true.” 

“And you think I did it?” 

“No, he was a taller man than you?” 

“Then where do I come in?” 

“You came in afterward, and allow me to con- 
gratulate you on the splendid wallop you carry in 
that right hand of yours, I know because it put me 
to sleep beautifully.” 

The man wes squirming uneasily in his chair and 
casting his eyes about him to see if anyone was 
within hearing distance and, to put it mildly, Bob 
was enjoying his discomfiture. He had no doubt 
but that it had been pla:ned to dope him and, under 
the pretense that he had been taken sick, get him 
into a car, although why they had let him go when 
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they had him in their power before, he was unable 
to understand. Undoubtedly they had their reasons. 
‘Anyhow he was quite certain they would be help- 
less so long as he had not taken the bait. They 
could not kidnap him in broad daylight in the city 
so long as he was possessed of his faculties. That 
was certain, and he felt no uneasiness so far as his 
personal safety was concerned. 

Then the man changed his tactics. 

“Look here,” he began in a low and friendly 
tone, “you've got me all wrong. I tell you I don’t 
know what you're talking about. I never saw you 
until a few minutes ago. Won't you believe me?” 

“When you drink that glass of water,” Bob told 
him looking him squarely in the eye. 

“All right, Pll do it seeing you’re so set on it.” 

The glass was near the edge of the table and, as 
he reached out his hand to take it, his stomach hit 
against the light table pushing it rather violently 
toward Bob. At the same instant his hand, as 
though it had missed its aim, struck the glass and, 
before Bob could grab it, it had struck the floor and 
smashed in pieces. 


“T’m a clumsy gink,” Black declared as he mo- 
tioned to a waiter. 

“Yes, it was done a bit awkwardly,” Bob smiled. 

“You mean you think I did it purposely ?” 

“Of course.” 
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“Vou 9 

“TI think I'll be getting back to the hotel,” Bob 
interrupted as he got to his feet. “Thank you for 
a very pleasant time.” 

Black, crouched in his seat, scowled but said noth- 
ing. He knew that he had been licked and there 
was nothing to say. As Bob emerged onto the side- 
walk he noticed a closed car drawn up close to the 
curb in front of the ice cream parlor and, through 
its window he caught sight of a tall figure on the 
rear seat. It might well have been White but he 
could not be sure as he could not see his features. 

As had been predicted Cornell proved easy for the 
cadets and they drove back to The Fortress with a 
twelve to nothing victory on their side of the ledger. 

It was after three o’clock in the morning when 
they reached the college, but, before they went to 
sleep, Bob told Jack of his afternoon adventure. 

“I won’t dare to let you out of my sight when 
we go to New York again,” Jack assured him. “Just 
think what might have happened if that mirror 
hadn’t been there.” 

“I know, but it showed one thing.” 

“What's that ?” 

“Why, it’s pretty plain now that they made no 
mistake when they got me the other night.” 

“Jimminy crickets, but that’s so.” 
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“And the plot thickens,” Bob laughed as he 
turned back the sheet. 

“It was thick enough in the first place,” Jack de- 
clared as he turned out the light. “But one thing’s 
dead sure. You’ve got to be mighty careful and 
not let them get hold of you again. Do you sup- 
pose they'll try it?” 

“Maybe, but here’s betting they won’t succeed.” 

“Don’t be too sure of that. But you must tell the 
general about it so that he can let that detective 
agency know. You know they’re working on the 
idea that they got the wrong boy the other time.” 

“T'll tell him to-morrow,” Bob yawned. 

He was almost asleep when Jack suddenly asked: 

“If it was you they wanted why did they let you 
go?” 

“Ask me something easy, but I’ve got one guess,” 
Bob said. 

“And so have I.” 

“All right, let’s have it.” 

“Why, someone must have been pretty close on 
theirtracks and they had to let you go or get caught.”’ 

“Right. Go to the head of the class. Or rather, 
go to sleep. That’s my guess.” 
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CHAPTER IX. 
A BIG GAME. 


“Come here a minute, Bob.” 

It was the following Monday afternoon and Bob 
was just leaving the locker room for polo practice 
when Lanky called to him. 

“Wait a minute till I get ready and I'll walk down 
with you,” he said as Bob turned back. “Got some- 
thing I want to tell you.” 

“All right.” 

A few minutes later the two friends left the room 
and started down the hill toward the riding hall. 

“You know, Bob, you told me something about 
that man who said his name was White,” Lanky be- 
gan. “Now there’s no doubt but that he’s up to 
something in regard to that machine you and Jack 
have been working on, but what I want to know is 
this, what connection has Jerry McNeil with the 
business ?” 

“What makes you think he has any?” Bob asked. 

“Well, I’ll tell you. When I was giving out the 
mail this morning at assembly he got a letter in a 
big envelope and I happened to note from the print- 
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ing in the corner that it was from that company’s 
office that employs that man White. I didn’t think 
anything of it till he came and got it. Honestly, 
Bob, when he took that letter and saw who it was 
from, he looked scared. I kind of kept my eye on 
him as he opened it and I’m mighty certain it con- 
tained something he didn’t like a little bit. Now 
what do you make of it?” 

Bob thought a moment before answering then he 
said: 

“Tt looks as though Jerry was mixed up in it in 
some way,” and he told him how Jack had seen him 
talking with White down by the gate. 

“Then he does know something about it.” 

“T’m afraid so.” 

“T’ll tell you how it looks to me. It looks as though 
that fellow White had commissioned Jerry to find 
out what he wants to know about your invention 
and that Jerry had fallen down on the job and he’s 
threatening him with something.” 

“Then he must have some kind of a hold on him.” 

“That’s the way it looks from the road, and, be- 
lieve me, I’m going to make it my business to keep an 
eye on friend Jerry from now on.” 

“But I rather think we’ve spiked his guns, that is, 
so far as the machine is concerned. Even if he got 
in our room in the lab he couldn’t find out anything 
that would do either him or the other fellow any 
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good. We keep the secret part of it in our room.” 

“But do you think it’s safe there?” 

“T don’t suppose it would be if he knew it was 
there, that is, if he’s that kind of a fellow.” 

“Well you take my advice and get the quarter- 
master to lock it up in the safe,” Lanky advised him 
just as they reached the riding hall. 

“T think I will,” Bob told him. 

But when he came to look for them after supper 
that night they were gone. Both boys were in the 
room at the time and, for an instant, neither spoke 
as they looked at each other in dismay. 

“The plates!” Jack gasped. 

“And the controllers!” Bob added. 

“They'll give the whole thing away.” 

“Sure they will if we don’t get them back.” 

“Do you suppose Jerry—” 

“Of course it was Jerry.” 

“And he must have taken them since dinner be- 
cause they were here then.” 

“Then he probably has them yet.” 

“T’d say so but how we going to get them?” 

“Wait till I tell Lanky. He’ll tell us what to do,” 
Bob said as he left the room. 

He was back in about five minutes with the an- 
nouncement that their friend had agreed to have a 
try at getting back the missing property. 


124 THE LAKEWOOD BOYS 


“Te’ll throw a scare into him if anyone can,” he 
told Jack. 

Just what happened between Lanky and Jerry the 
boys never knew but just before call to quarters the 
former came to their room and brought the missing 
parts with him. 

“Now don’t ask me a thing about it,” he said as 
he handed them to Bob. “Never mind where I got 
them or how. Here they are and you’d better take 
better care of them if they’re so valuable.” 

“Rut—” 

“But me no buts,” Lanky grinned. “And you two 
treat Jerry just as though nothing had happened. 
Get me?” 

“We get you all right and, of course, we'll do 
just as you say, only—” 

“Think we’re going to have a hard winter?’ 
Lanky again headed off the question. 

“T reckon so,” Bob laughed. “Anyhow we owe 
you lots of thanks.” 

“Which it gives me great pleasure to accept,” 
Lanky laughed. 

The following Saturday night the cadets met 
Princeton in the semi-finals and, winning by a score 
of seven to four, were eligible for the finals with 
Yale, the latter college having defeated Harvard 
and Norwich. While they expected to defeat 
Princeton they were highly elated with the victory 
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and hopes ran high that they would wrest the cham- 
pionship from the team that had held it for the past 
five years. 

“But, believe me we’ve got a job ahead of us,” 
Lanky declared as they were driving home after the 
game. “That Yale team is a whole lot better than 
Princeton.” 

The boys had found no time lately to work on 
their invention but, as they had already accomplished 
about all they could do, before giving it a long dis- 
tance trial, they did not much care. The week fol- 
lowing was, for the first four days, even more rushed 
as every minute that could be spared from their 
studies was spent on the ponies. 

But, after practice was over Thursday night the 
coach said: 

“Now, fellows, you won’t get on a horse again till 
you line up against Yale Saturday night, and I want 
you to think as little about polo as you possibly can. 
You are in fine fettle now and the only thing I’m 
afraid of is that you'll go stale. Just forget that 
there is such a thing as polo, that’s the best advice I 
can give you.” 

“Easier said than done,” Bob laughed as he, to- 
gether with Lanky and Jack was leaving the hall 
for the locker room. 

“But there’s a lot of sense in what he said,” Lanky 
declared. 
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The night of the big game came at last and the 
galleries in the big armory were packed to the limit. 
One central section was filled with the cadets from 
the Fortress who had come over on a special train, 
while Yale was well represented in the three sections 
just above, and the cheers of the two colleges made 
the hall ring again and again while they were wait- 
ing for the teams to appear. 

Meanwhile, in the dressing room, Coach Connell 
was giving his final instructions. 

“The man you’ve got to watch most is their num- 
ber two, and, Bob, that’ll be largely up to you. He 
usually gets about two-thirds of their goals and, 
there’s no use mincing matters, he’s a great player. 
Now, remember, our best bet is in our team work. 
If we play the team work we’re capable of playing, 
we'll have something on them there because that’s 
their weak point. They rely largely on the mallet 
work of number two and are apt to let their team 
work go hang. Blake, it’s up to you to guard your 
goal. Don’t you try to go through unless they are 
several goals ahead, and things look desperate. Let 
Bob and Jack get our goals and you keep them from 
scoring. Jack, it’s up to you to keep well down to- 
ward their goal and be ready when Bob feeds the 
ball to you. Your stick work has shown a lot of 
improvement lately and I know I can count on you. 

“And now a word to you, Bob. This game’s 
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largely up to you to do the offensive work. It’s 
going to be largely a matter of horsemanship be- 
tween you and their number two, and you’ve got a 
good sized edge on him there. You're a better rider 
than he is and you must take advantage of it. But, 
on the other hand, he’s a better mallet man than you 
and you’ve got to give a good deal of attention to 
keeping him off the ball. That’s all. Now get out 
there and do your best.” 

As the three boys entered the hall the regular 
Fortress cheer greeted them followed a moment later 
by the Yale yell as their team entered from the op- 
posite side. 

The game was to be four chukkers of ten minutes 
each with a rest of ten minutes between the second 
and third chukker. 

The Yale team were mounted and out on the tan 
bark a bit ahead of the cadets as, at the last moment 
Jack discovered that one of his stirrup straps was 
nearly broken and must be replaced. While they 
were waiting Bob watched their opponents as they 
rode about the hall hitting the ball. They were 
mounted on supurb ponies and he could not help 
feeling that in the matter of mounts they were at a 
disadvantage. But he had expected this and so it 
did not greatly worry him. 

“We'll just have to play that much harder,” he 
told himself. 
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“Ready Fortress ?” 

“Ready.” 

“Ready Yale?” 

“Ready.” 

Bob was playing at number one on the throw-in 
as he was more sure of getting the tap-off than was 
Jack and, as the referee threw in the ball, he swung 
quickly but missed it and the Yale man got the first 
tap-off. Back the ball went straight to where their 
number two was waiting for it and, before Bob could 
turn, he had sent it flying down toward the cadet 
goal. But Lanky was playing his position and, just as 
it seemed as though the ball would roll between the 
goal posts, he reached it and knocked it to one side, 
and, an instant later sent it to mid-field. Number 
two raced for it and was about to drive it back when 
Bob hooked his mallet and followed with a beautiful 
back hand stroke which sent it toward Jack, who 
was waiting about ten feet from the Yale goal. He 
saw the ball coming with their number three only 
a few feet behind it and raced to meet it. Number 
three, however reached the ball first and, with a back 
hand stroke, barely succeeded in stopping the ball as 
his mallet topped it. Before he could turn Jack had 
swung around and driven the ball squarely between 
the posts for the first goal of the game. 

“Fortress, Rah! Fortress, Rah! Rah, Rah, For- 
tress, Fortress, Fortress!” 
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The yell rang through the hall and it seemed to 
Bob that he had never heard it given with such vim 
before. 

Bob got the next tap-off and shot the ball back 
to Jack but he missed and before he could recover 
number two, with a beautiful drive, sent it down the 
tan bark. Lanky, who had not had time to get back, 
raced after it but there had been too much power 
behind the stroke and, before he could reach it, it 
had rolled between the posts and the game was tied. 

If the Fortress cheer had seemed loud the yell that 
now went up from the Yale section almost seemed 
to raise the roof. 

The ball had been in play but three minutes and 
each had scored a goal and it looked as though it 
would be a high score game. But, after the next 
throw-in, the character of the game changed. Yale 
got the tap-off but Bob turned and reached the ball 
before number two could hit it and sent it down the 
field. Number three shot it back before it reached 
Jack and, for the next few minutes it was a running 
fight between Bob and Yale’s number two. Back and 
forth they raced and gave the crowd the most supurb 
exhibition of horsemanship it had ever seen. Time 
after time Bob rode off his opponent just as he was 
about to drive the ball and once he dribbled it nearly 
the length of the hall only to lose it when within a 
few feet of the goal, when their number three took 
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it away from him and drove it three-quarters the 
length of the hall. 

Lucky sent it back where Yale’s number two met 
it and, with one of the drives for which he was 
famous, drove it for a goal. Before they could line 
up again the whistle blew for the end of the chukker. 

The cadets could not help being a bit worried for 
they knew that they had been riding their best ponies 
and did not know whether or not such was the case 
with their opponents. 

“If they have as good or better horses this chuk- 
ker we want to work on the defensive,” Lanky whis- 
pered as they were changing horses. 

“They sure do look good,” Bob said as he swung 
himself into the saddle. 

The ball had not been in play a minute before it 
was apparent to the three cadets that their oppon- 
ents’ horses were even better than those they had 
used in the first chukker and, as had been determined, 
they bent all their energy into keeping the ball away 
from their own goal. Three times in as many 
minutes Lanky snatched the ball from almost be- 
tween the goal posts. Bob was doing his best to 
keep his man from the ball but the Yale player’s pony 
was faster than Bob’s and much swifter in turning 
and, try as he might, he could not keep up with him. 

“Ride him off! Ride him off!” the cadets were 
shouting from the gallery. 
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“I only wish I could,” Bob muttered to himself as 
he dashed after the player who was dribbling the 
ball. 

But he was unable to catch him in time and Lanky 
this time failed to stop the drive and the ball shot be- 
tween the posts for Yale’s third tally. 

“Forget their goal and help me,” Bob whispered 
to Jack as they lined up. 

With both Bob and Jack riding number two things 
went a little better although Yale tallied again just 
before the whistle blew and the half ended with the 
score four to one against them. 

“We'll ride those same horses the next chukker 
and save the best for the last,’’ the coach told them 
as soon as they entered their dressing room for the 
ten minutes’ rest. 

“But—” Bob began. 

“They’re tiring, the players I mean, and if you 
can hold them to one or even two goals in the next 
chukker I believe we can beat them out in the last. 
Anyhow, I think it’s our best bet.” 

“T believe you’re right,” Lanky told him. 

“I know Iam. Now, you guard the goal as you 
never did before and let Bob and Jack ride their 
number two. The ponies will stand it for another 
ten minutes. Keep on the defensive and never mind 
about scoring unless you get a good chance. Of 
course a goal or two won’t come in amiss.” 
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“T’ll say it won't,” Jack agreed. 

“T’ve no fault to find with the way you’re playing,” 
the coach encouraged them. ‘“They’ve got the better 
ponies and that’s where they’ve got the advantage of 
us, but the men are tired and you’re not. That’s 
what comes from always keeping in good condition.” 

Bob had misgivings as to their ability to hold 
them on the poorer ponies but he said nothing de- 
ferring to the judgment of the coach. 

As they mounted their ponies for the third chukker 
Bob glanced over to where the three Yale men were 
grouped together and he could see that they were 
talking earnestly. 

“Guess they know what we're up to,” he thought 
as he swung himself into the saddle. 

The Yale players rode the ponies they had used in 
the first chukker and, while they were fresh, Bob 
sensed almost as soon as the chukker began, that the 
men were far from being in the same condition. 
Number two especially seemed to have lost consider- 
able of his energy and many times missed strokes 
which he should have made with little trouble. His 
horse was not so fast as the one he had ridden the 
previous chukker and, although faster than Bob’s 
the boy was able to ride him off with Jack’s help 
much more effectually than in the previous chukker. 
The minutes passed and Yale could not score al- 
though several times Lanky had prevented what 


AND THE POLO PONIES 133 


seemed like sure goals. Then, with only a minute 
to play, a lucky back hand stroke by their number 
three, gave Yale their fifth goal. 

“Now for it,” Coach Connell told them as they 
were changing ponies. “No use acting on the de- 
fensive now. You’ve got to make four goals to tie 
them and five to win and you can do it. They’re 
tired.” 

“We'll do it, sir,” Bob assured him. 

Grim determination was on the faces of all three 
as they lined up for the fourth and last chukker. 
Bob got the tap-off and shot the ball back to Lanky 
who drove it far up the hall with Jack racing after 
it. He was riding Two Spot and Two Spot ran as it 
seemed he had never ran before. The little pony 
seemed to know that much depended on him and 
Jack did not need to urge him to do his best. Behind 
him thundered number three but he could not gain 
and Jack caught up with the ball about twenty feet 
in front of the goal. It had just stopped rolling and 
a swift shot sent it through. 

“That’s one,” he whispered to Bob as they rode 
back for the line up. 

“Three more and we’re tied,” Bob told him. 

“Provided they don’t get any more.” 

“Which they’re not going to do,” Bob said grimly, 

Again Bob got the tap-off and this time he got it 
clear and started dribbling toward the Yale goal. 
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About half way down number three caught up with 
him and hooked his mallet as he was about to take 
a drive for the goal. But the Yale player, although 
he spoiled Bob’s shot, failed to connect with the ball 
and Bob had it again before he could make a second 
try. Number two and three were however close upon 
him and he had to risk it on a single shot. Just in 
time he got it off and straight through the middle of 
the goal it flew. 

“Fortress, Rah! Fortress, Rah! Rah, Rah, For- 
tress! Fortress! Fortress!” 

“Only two more to tie,” a cadet shouted from the 
gallery. 

A moment after the next throw-in all six players 
were massed in front of Yale’s goal with the ball in 
their midst. There was no science in the game just 
now. Each player was trying his. best to poke the 
ball with his mallet. For fully a minute they fought 
there then suddenly the goal tender waved his flag 
and the cadets had another goal. How the ball was 
gotten through none of the cadets knew nor did they 
care. It was through and they were only one point 
behind and still had five minutes to play. 

Yale was desperate now and was playing entirely 
a defensive game. All three of the Yale men were 
puffing hard as they lined up for the next throw-in 
and, for the first time Bob felt a sensation of con- 
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fidence steal over him. But he knew it would not do 
to let up for an instant. 

“Yale’s number one got the tap-off but Lanky got 
the ball before his opponent could turn his horse and 
with a long drive sent it down the hall. Again Jack 
raced after it but, in his eagerness, he missed the 
shot which would have tied the score, and number 
two sent it flying back. But, with a wonderful flying 
stroke, Lanky met it and returned it with such force 
that, although two of the Yale players tried to inter- 
cept it, both missed and the score was tied, and not 
once during the chukker had their own goal been in 
danger. 

“Two minutes to play,” the referee warned them 
just before he threw in the ball. 

“That'll be enough,” Bob muttered as he got the 
tap-off and knocked the ball back to Lanky. But now 
the Yale team was making their last desperate stand 
and, their number three got the ball before Lanky 
could turn. Straight for the cadet goal he shot it 
and Bob saw that it would go through unless he got 
to it in time to stop it. Princess Pat responded nobly, 
to his pull on the reins and fairly flew down the tan 
bark. Would he reach it in time? The ball was 
going fast but Princess Pat was going faster and 
Bob swung desperately when the ball was only a yard 
from the fatal line. If he should miss! But he did 
not and the goal was saved. Bang! The ball hit the 
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side of the hall and bounded back right in front of 
him, and another swing and it was on its way. Jack 
was waiting for it but Yale’s number three rode him 
off. But Lanky was right behind and took the ball 
with a long swing which banged it up against the 
end of the hall whence it bounced back in front of 
goal. Yale’s number three knocked it to one 
side, but Bob was on it before he could follow the 
shot up. It was a bad angle but he made the shot 
and the game was won, for the whistle blew before 
they could again line up. 

The boys fled to their dressing room before the 
mass of cadets could get down from the gallery. 

“I knew you could do it,” Coach Connell told them 
as he shook each by the hand. 

“But it was a little too close for comfort,” Jack 
assured him. 
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CHAPTER X. 
JERRY MCNEIL IN TROUBLE, 


“SMATTER, Jerry?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Nothing, eh. Well you look about as cheerful 
as an oyster in a vinegar jug. Come, snap out of it 
and tell me what’s on your mind.” 

Jerry McNeil looked at his roommate for as much 
as a minute before speaking. Apparently he was 
trying to make up his mind whether or not to tell him 
anything and Harry Bowser knew better than to 
urge him farther. 

“T’m in a rotten fix,” Jerry finally told him. 

“You mean about polo?” 

“That’s only a small part of it. You know I told 
Connell what I thought about the way he kept me 
off the team and he as much as told me that I was no 
good and so I just quit. Of course it made me sore 
because I know I could play as well as any of them 
if he’d only given mea chance. But that’s not what’s 
worrying me.” 

“What is it then? Studies?” 
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” “Studies nothing. If I tell you will you promise 
never to breath a word of it?” 

“Sure I will.” 

“Well, about two years ago I worked for a month 
or a little more in dad’s office, and one day I found 
a hundred dollar bill on the floor.” 

“Well?” as Jerry hesitated. 

“Nothing, only I kept it. You see I was pretty 
short at the time and didn’t dare ask dad for any 
money just then.” 

“But I don’t see anything so very terrible about 
that. Do you know who it belonged to?” 

SN Oo 

“Well, then, where does all the trouble come in?” 

“There was a man by the name of White who 
worked in the office and he saw me pick it up. I 
didn’t know it until about a week afterward when 
he spoke to me about it. He seemed to think it was 
all right for me to keep it but I know what he was 
after now. You see, he left and went to work for 
some radio concern not long afterward.” 

“Still I don’t see—” 

“He’s blackmailing me,” Jerry interrupted. 

“How 2 

“Well, you know that Bob and Jack Lakewood 
have been working on some kind of a machine, don’t 
you?” 

“Sure. Everybody knows it.” 
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“He found out about it in some way and now he 
says that if I don’t find out the secret of it he’ll tell 
father about that hundred dollar bill.” 

“But it’ll be his word against yours.” 

“He says he’s got proof.” 

“Have you done anything?” 

“T’ve tried to. I got in the room over in the lab 
one night and hunted around but I couldn’t find any- 
thing that I thought he’d want. Then the other night 
I slipped into their room and found just what he’s 
after. That is I think I did.” 

“And you sent it to him?” 

“T didn’t have time. Lanky Blake came here only 
a few minutes after I’d got it and told me to give it 
up. Of course I told him I didn’t know what he was 
talking about but he lifted up the lid to my desk and 
there it was. Oh, he was more than decent about it. 
Said he didn’t want to disgrace me and all that and 
finally promised that if I’d agree not to do anything 
of the sort again he wouldn’t tell a soul about it.” 

“Then he’s the only one who knows it?” 

“T suppose Bob and Jack know about it.” 

“Have they said anything to you?” 

“Not a word.” 

“That seems funny.” 

“IT know it does. But what amI going to do? I 
can’t get the thing again even if I wanted to and 
he’ll tell dad as sure as guns.” 
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“If I were you I’d tell him first and then you could 
tell White where to get off.” 

“You don’t know my father. If he knew I’d done 
a think like that he’d give me the air so quick I’d 
think I’d always had it.” 

“But he’ll be apt to do it anyway if White tells 
him.” 

“Don’t I know it?” 

“Then I’d beat him to it.” 

“But what good will it do. Don’t you see that 
he'll let him know why I told him?’ 

“T didn’t think of that.” 

“T tell you I’m between the devil and the deep sea. 
I’m licked if I do and I’m licked if I don’t. I’ve a 
good mind to beat it. I would too if I had money 
enough but I’ve only got ten dollars and that 
wouldn’t take me very far.” 

“How long did he give you to get it?” 

“He didn’t set any definite time but he won’t stand 
for it much longer. I’ve had two or three letters 
from him and he’s getting mighty impatient.” 

“How'd he happen to see you pick the bill up?’ 

“TI don’t know. I told you I didn’t know he had 
seen me till a week afterward.” 

“T’ll bet my hat he put the job up on you.” 

“You mean he dropped the bill himself on pur- 
pose?” 

“Yep, 
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“Well, I’ve thought the same thing but I can 
hardly see his reason for doing it. He didn’t know 
anything about Bob and Jack then.” 

“But maybe he wanted to get you in his power for 
another purpose.” 

“But he never said a word about it again till now.” 

“But that doesn’t prove anything. Perhaps some- 
thing went wrong with his scheme and he had to give 
it up and perhaps he didn’t have any plan then ex- 
cept to get you in his power so that he could use you 
when he wanted to.” 

“Perhaps and perhaps, but that isn’t getting me 
anywhere just now. What am I going to do?” 

“T told you what I’d do.” 

“T won’t do that. You don’t know my father.” 

“Well, it’s the only thing I can think of now. 
Maybe another idea will come to me later. Let me 
sleep on it.” 

At the same time another conversation was going 
on in another room in Old Main. Bob and Jack had 
finished their studies for the night and were waiting 
for taps to sound. 

“Now if we can only win the outdoor tournament 
we'll get a chance to play in England next summer,” 
Jack was saying. “Wouldn’t that be great.” 

“Tt sure would,” Bob assured him. “But you don’t 
want to get your hopes up too high. Yale will almost 
move the earth to win that chance.” 
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“T wonder if that guy White is going to give us 
any more trouble,” Jack said suddenly after there 
had been a pause of several minutes. 

“T don’t see what he can do unless it’s to try to 
kidnap one of us again and I hardly think he’ll do 
that. He can’t get hold of those plates unless he 
blows the office safe.” 

“And he’s not likely to try anything as drastic as 
that, I reckon. By the way, I’d like to know how 
Lanky got them away from Jerry. There’s some- 
thing mighty mysterious about it. How has Jerry 
acted to you?” 

“About the same as usual. I’ve rather tried to 
avoid him as much as I could since then. I hope 
though he hasn’t noticed it because I’ve done it only, 
to make things easier for him.” 

“Well, to me he’s had a worried look all right. 
I'd like to know the innards, so to speak, of the case. 
There’s something between him and that man 
White.” 

“And I wonder where Black comes in. It’s kind 
of funny them being named White and Black.” 

“Probably Black isn’t his name at all.” 

“T doubt if it is.” 

“Well, it’s a cinch that we want to be mighty care- 
ful when we’re away from the college. I don’t 
know how desperate they are but we want to play 
it safe. Well, there’s call to quarters and we only 
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got five minutes to get undressed and into bed, so 
here goes.” 

It still lacked three weeks to the spring vacation 
but the game with Yale closed the indoor polo sea- 
son. With the first warm days of March the boys 
began outdoor practice although the ground was 
soft. As the days passed and nothing further de- 
veloped in the matter of the photoradio they gradu- 
ally became more easy in their minds thinking that, 
after the failure of the attempt of the man Black in 
New York, they had given up all hopes of success. 
They worked an hour or two as occasion offered in 
their room in the laboratory putting some finishing 
touches on the machine but nothing new was at- 
tempted. 

And then, one morning, about a week after the 
big game, Jerry McNeil was reported A.W.O.L., 
absent without leave. Desertions were very rare at 
the Fortress and when one did occur it always caused 
much comment. Questioned by the general his 
roommate, Bowser, professed entire ignorance. All 
he knew was that he had gone to bed at taps as had 
Jerry and when he awoke at reveille he was gone. 
No, he had said nothing to him about running away. 

“He got another letter from that same party yes- 
terday morning,” Lanky told Bob as he met him in 
the corridor between classes. “I was O. D. yester- 
day and I noticed it as I was giving out the mail.” 
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“Did you see him when he opened it?” Bob asked. 

“No. He didn’t open it in the assembly room 
but I noticed that he turned pale when he took it.” 

“Don’t you think you ought to tell the general 
about it?” 

“I was just going down to do that very thing, and 
I wish you’d come with me.” 

The boys entered the president’s office a moment 
later and Lanky at once proceeded to tell him all he 
knew about the matter 

General Breck listened in silence until he had fin- 
ished. 

“Then you think that letter had something to do 
with his running away?” 

“It looks that way to me, sir,” Lanky replied. 

“And to me too,” the general said. “I was just 
writing a telegram to his father but, in view of what 
you have told me, I think I had better get him on 
the telephone instead. You may go now and I'll let 
you know later if his father has any news of him.” 

“T'll bet he hasn’t gone home,” Lanky said as soon 
as they were out of the room. And, later in the day, 
he learned he was right when the general told him 
that Jerry’s father had had no word from him and 
that he had not as yet come home. 

“He was very much upset naturally and promised 
to let me know as soon as he learned anything.” 

But the days passed and no word came from 
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Jerry’s father nor did the boy return to the college. 

It was a little more than a week later when the 
boys were brought up wide awake in bed shortly 
after two o’clock by an explosion which shook the 
building. 

“What was it?” Jack gasped. 

“An explosion, I reckon,” replied Bob who was 
less excitable. 

“T know, but where was it?” 

“Sounded downstairs.’ 

“Maybe it was duPonts, over across the river.”’ 

“T don’t think so. It sounded in the building to 
me.” 

Doors were opening in the corridor and the two 
boys quickly slipped from their beds and pulled on 
their uniforms over their pajamas. At the head 
of the stairs they encountered one of the seniors who 
was preventing a number of the lower classmen from 
going downstairs. 

“Was it in the building?” Bob asked him. 

“Tt was in the Q. M.,” the senior told him, 

“What happened ?” 

“T don’t know. Lanky and three other seniors 
are down there and we'll find out soon. Get back 
to your rooms there, you rookies. We'll let you 
know about it as soon as we find out what it was.” 

The cadets, all but a few of the juniors, went back 
to their rooms, some of them growling beneath their 
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breath. But obedience was the first law at the For- 
tress and nonz of them thought of disobeying the 
order. 

In a few minutes Lanky came up the stairs. 

“It was a burglar all right,”” he announced. “He’s 
blown the safe we think. Slim’s gone for the quarter- 
master.” 

“Did he get away?” Bob asked anxiously thinking 
of the precious plates. 

“T’m afraid so,” Lanky told him. “It’s all quiet 
in there now but the door’s locked so we couldn’t get 
aoe 

“How did he get in?” the senior asked. 

“T don’t know. Picked the lock probably. It’s 
only a common lock, you know.” 

“Sure, that wouldn’t bother a real burglar much,” 
the other senior declared. 

“You’d better get word to the fellows so they 
won’t get any more excited,” Lanky said. ‘And 
you'd better let Bob and Jack go back with me be- 
cause they had something in that safe and I’ve an 
idea it was what the fellow was after.” 

As soon as they reached the door of the Q. M., as 
the office of the quartermaster was called, they found 
one of the seniors there and he explained that two 
others were on the outside watching the windows. 

“He probably got away before we got here but it’s 
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just possible he may still be in there and if he is, be- 
lieve me, he’s our meat,” he told them. 

They had to wait about ten minutes longer before 
the quartermaster, who lived a couple of blocks away, 
arrived. 

“T’m not sure but we ought to have an officer here 
before we open the door,” he said as he took his keys 
from his pocket. 

“We're officers enough for a burglar I think, sir,” 
Lanky said with a grin. 

“But there may be more than one.” 

“That’s so,” he agreed. “Wait a minute, sir, and 
Ill get three or four more of the fellows.” 

He was half way up the stairs before he had fin- 
ished speaking and, a moment later, was back with 
four more seniors all armed with their heavy auto- 
matics, 

“Now I reckon we can handle him or them, sir,” 
Lanky affirmed. 

“Remember, I go in first,” the quartermaster said 
as he unlocked the door. 

The office was unlighted but the switch was close 
to the door and the next moment the room was 
flooded with light, and the officer stepped boldly in, 
closely followed by the cadets. Almost the first thing 
which met their eye was the open door of the safe 
which stood nearly opposite the door. It was hang- 
ing from one hinge and was badly damaged. 
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There was no place except behind the desks where 
a man could hide and it took but a moment to learn 
that the burglar or burglars had escaped. 

“Too bad we didn’t get here sooner,’ Lanky 
sighed. 

“But a minute after the blast was all he needed,” 
the quartermaster said as he knelt in front of the 
safe. 

Just then General Breck rushed in. 

“This is bad business, Captain Sutter,’”’ he said to 
the quartermaster. 

“Indeed it is, sir.” 

“He got away?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Have the police been notified ?”’ 

“T telephoned City Hall at once, sir,” one of the 
seniors told him. 

“That was right. And I want to congratulate 
your class on the splendid way in which you have 
maintained order under such unusual circumstances,” 
the president said before he again turned to Captain 
Sutter, who was examining the contents of the safe. 
“Are any valuable records gone?” he asked. 

“T think not, sir. I had a couple hundred dollars 
and that is gone and they have taken a package which 
belonged to Bob and Jack Lakewood.” 

“Was it valuable?” the president asked turning to 
Bob. 


—_— 
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“No, sir, not so very. You see, it was part of our 
photoradio, a couple of selenium plates of an unusual 
type, but I doubt if it will be of much use to anyone 
without another part which we have in our room,” 
Bob assured him. 

“It’s very lucky you did not put all your eggs in 
the one basket,” the president smiled. 

Just then three policemen entered the office and 
the president, after again praising the cadets for the 
way in which they had acted, dismissed them. 

“Gee, but it’s a good thing we didn’t put that 
controller in with those plates,” Jack declared as 
soon as they were back in their room. 

“You said it, but it was your idea,” Bob told 
him. “We can get new plates easy enough and I'll 
order them first thing in the morning. I don’t 
believe those plates will help friend White a bit 
without the controller. Neither he or anyone else 
will know how to use them.” 

“You think it was White?” 

“Either he or some one hired by him.” 

“How about Jerry?” 

“Nothing doing. That was a skilled job and he 
wouldn’t know how to do it. Of course, it’s pos- 
sible that he was mixed up in it, although I doubt it.” 

“T reckon you’re right. Jerry wouldn’t have 
nerve enough to try a thing like that. 
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CHAPTER XI. 
THE TEST. 


“We that’s the last one for this term, thank 
goodness,” Jack declared as he burst into the room 
and found Bob already packing a suitcase. 

“Did you hit him hard?” Bob smiled. 

“T reckon. But I wish I could answer them as 
quickly as you can. You've been out half an hour.” 

“Well, you'll probably get enough better grade to 
make up for it. I’d do better if I took more time, 
T reckon, but I can’t seem to go slow.” 

The last examination for the term was over and 
the two boys were to leave for their home in Maine 
that night, catching the Bar Harbor Express from 
New York. The photoradio apparatus had been 
packed and sent home by express several days pre- 
vious and they intended to give it a long distance 
tryout while there. They were to leave the college 
at five o’clock and, as it was now well past four, 
they were obliged to hurry to finish their packing. 
They were taking a last look around to see if any- 
thing had been forgotten when the door opened and 
Lanky came in. 
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“Off for home, eh?” he smiled. 

“You bet,” Jack told him. “This time to-morrow, 
if nothing happens, we’ll be up in God’s country.” 

“Well, I just dropped in to tell you goodbye and 
to warn you to keep hold of Bob’s hand all the 
time you're in New York. If you let go of it even 
for a minute he’ll be gone sure as shooting.” 

“Tl do that,’ Jack assured him. “Isn’t it sad 
how childlike he is? You'd think he was old enough 
to look out for himself but he isn’t.” 

“Wouldn’t you now?” Bob grinned as he picked 
up his suitcase. 

They reached New York just in time to catch 
the express. As they were about to step on board 
the train Bob happened to glance back and his heart 
gave a sudden leap as he saw a short, thick-set man 
hurriedly making his way through the crowd. There 
could be no doubt about it. It was the man who 
had called himself Black. He had nearly reached 
the car where Bob was standing when he suddenly, 
turned and hurried back the way he had come. 

“Now I wonder,” Bob mused as “he watched him 
disappear in the crowd. “Did he see me and if he 
did was that what changed his mind?” 

Just then the train started and he leaped aboard 
and joined Jack who was already seated in his 
chair. 
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“I was just coming back to look for you,” he 
said as Bob sat down. 

“Afraid I got lost?” 

“Well, you remember my promise to Lanky. I 
reckon I broke it all right but I did think you’d 
have sense to keep right behind me. What kept 
you?” 

“Saw some one I knew.” 

“One of the boys?” 

“No, fellow by the name of Black.” 

“You mean ge 

“T sure do.” 

“What was he doing?” 

“When I first saw him he was making for this 
train, then all of a sudden he seemed to change his 
mind and turned back.” 

“Did he see you?” 

“That’s what I was wondering. I didn’t think 
he did till he turned, but I don’t know what else 
could have made him change his mind so suddenly.” 

“Do you know he didn’t get on this train?’ 

“T couldn’t swear to it. He might have made a 
run for it and caught one of the rear cars.” 

“But you don’t suppose that he was after us, do 
you?” 

“Not likely. How would he know we were taking 
this train?” 

“Well, after a bit, let’s go through the train and 
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see if he’s on. I'll feel a lot easier when I know 
he isn’t.” 

A little later, after the train was well away from 
the city, they made their way through the entire 
train scanning the passengers as closely as they 
dared but failed to find the man. 

“He’s not on board,” Bob said as they returned 
to their seats. 

“Not unless he’s in one of the baggage cars.” 

“Not likely. They don’t allow passengers to ride 
in baggage cars.” 

“Well, perhaps it wasn’t he at all and, if it was, 
it was probably only a coincidence,’ Jack declared 
as he opened a magazine. 

After a few minutes’ thought Bob decided that 
his brother was probably right and dismissed the 
matter from his mind. 

They reached their home in Skowhegan just after 
eleven o’clock the following morning and their 
father was at the train with the big car to meet 
them. 

“Welcome home to the army,” he smiled as he 
threw an arm about the neck of each. 

“How’s Mother?” both boys asked the question 
at the same time. 

““Mother’s fine and crazy to see you so we'd bet- 
ter get a hustle on,” Mr. Lakewood told them as 
he led the way to the car. 
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_ Arriving at the big house on the hill a few minutes 

later the boys received a welcome such as only a 
mother can give. 

“Did a big box come a few days ago?’ Bob asked 
a little later as they were sitting down to dinner. 

“Yes. Mike put it in the workshop, What’s in 
it?” 

“Our photoradio,” Bob told him. “You see, as 
I wrote you, it seems to work fine right close up 
and I thought we’d give it a try while we’re home. 
From here up to the lake’ll be fifty miles and that’s 
a good distance to try it out in.” 

“You think it will work that far?” 

“T don’t see why it shouldn’t but, of course, 
there’s no telling till we try it.” 

They arrived home on a Saturday and Monday 
was spent in getting the set ready. They had agreed 
that Jack was to leave in the runabout the next 
morning, taking one set, the sending part, to their 
cabin on the shore of Moosehead Lake, while Bob 
would remain and tend to the receiving end in the 
workshop in the basement of the Skowhegan house. 

“Now are you sure you’ve got everything?” Bob 
asked as Jack jumped into the car about seven 
o'clock Tuesday morning. 

“I guess so. You put the storage battery in, 
didn’t you?” 

“Yep, and it’s full of juice.” 
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“All right, then. Let’s see. I ought to get up 
there by ten o’clock at the latest. I’ll call you on 
the phone as soon as I arrive and then it’ll take 
about an hour to get things in shape so you ought 
to see me dancing on the screen about eleven o’clock. 
So long,” and he drove out of the yard. 

There was still considerable work to be done on 
the receiving set so, as soon as Jack was out of 
sight, Bob went back to the workshop and set to 
work. Mr. Lakewood had expressed a wish that 
he could be there to see the test but business had 
called him to Boston and he would not return until 
the following night. At a quarter to ten the phone 
trang and Jack’s voice came over the wire. 

“Just got here. Road up here’s not in very good 
shape or I’d been here sooner.” 

“You made pretty good time as it is,” Bob told 
him. 

“Not so bad. You got everything ready?” 

“Will have in about ten minutes more. Just got 
to solder a connection that came loose.” 

“All right. Ill get fixed up here and call you 
when I’m ready.” 

“Good. Go to it.” 

Shortly before eleven the phone rang again and 
Jack informed him that he was all ready. 

“Wait a minute till I call Mother,” Bob said. 
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“All right. I’ll wait ten minutes and then turn 
her on.” 

Mrs. Lakewood came in answer to Bob’s call 
and, as soon as his watch told him the ten minutes 
were up, he turned on the current. 

“Gee, but I’m nervous,” he said as he turned the 
switch. “Guess I’m a bit ahead of time,” he said 
as nothing appeared on the sheet which he had 
tacked to the side of the room. 

“Patience, sonny,” his mother smiled. 

But another minute passed and then another and 
still nothing came. 

“Something’s wrong,” he declared as he began 
to look over his connections. “Can’t see what it 
is, though. Everything’s all right so far’s I can 
seere ey 

“Perhaps something has happened to Jack’s end,” 
his mother suggested. 

“Maybe. He'll call in a minute.” 

“Did you get it?” Jack’s voice in eager anticipa- 
tion came over the wire some five minutes later. 

“Didn’t get a thing.” 

“That’s funny. Everything seemed to be all 
right at this end.” Jack was plainly much disap- 
pointed, 


“Seems the same here. But something’s wrong 
somewhere.” 
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“Let’s take fifteen minutes and look things over 
and then try it again,” Jack suggested. 

“Right. In exactly fifteen minutes you turn it 
on again.” 

Bob went carefully over every part of the machine 
but could find nothing wrong. “Hope he has bet- 
ter luck up there,” he told his mother. 

When the fifteen minutes were up he again threw 
the switch and immediately gave a shout of joy for 
there on the sheet, appeared Jack dancing and wav- 
ing his hands, 

“It works! It works!” he shouted while his 
mother clapped her hands. 

For a minute the boy fifty miles away continued 
his antics and then he stopped and Bob could see 
that he was moving his lips as though trying to make 
him understand what he was saying. “Hope—you 
—see——” Bob got the three words and then a very 
unexpected thing happened. Jack’s lips stopped 
moving and they saw him turn a startled glance 
toward where they knew the door of the cabin was 
situated. Then, as they gazed, the figure of a man 
leaped onto the screen as Jack threw up his fists. 
The man hesitated as he saw Jack’s menacing atti- 
tude and evidently said something to the boy who 
shook his head. Then the man, apparently angered, 
quickly drew back his fist and aimed a blow straight 
at his head. But whether or not the blow landed 
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they did not know for before it was fully completed 
the picture vanished. 

“What—what is it?” Mrs. Lakewood gasped. 

“Some one’s attacked him. Where’s Mike?” Bob 
replied quickly. 

“He’s in the garage. But do you know who it 
was 2” 

“I think so but I didn’t get a good look at his 
face. Now, don’t you worry. He’s after the ma- 
chine and he won’t hurt him. I’m going up right 
off with Mike and I'll call you.” 

Rushing out to the garage he found Mike, the 
Lakewood’s man-of-all-work, washing the big car. 

“Quick, Mike, we’re going up to the lake,” hea 
shouted. “Some one is after Jack up there.” 

Now, if there was one thing more than anything 
else that could make Mike hurry it was a suggestion 
that Jack was in trouble. He adored the boy and 
they were, and had been for years, great friends, 

“How you know?” he sputtered. 

“TI saw him. Is the car all right?” 

“Faith an’ it’s allus all right.” 

“Then jump in.” 

Bob was already in the driver’s seat and the car 
was moving as the Irishman swung in beside him. 

“We're going to travel,” he told him as he stepped 
on the gas, making the car take the turn into the 
road almost on two wheels, 
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Although, as he had told his mother, he had not 
had a good look at the man’s face he had little doubt 
as to his identity. He was sure it was Black and 
now he had no doubt in regard to the man’s purpose 
when he saw him in New York. 

“Probably followed on the next train,” he told 
himself. ; 

How the man could have known where they were 
going and, above all, how he had been able to locate 
the cabin away up in the big woods, were questions 
which he did not stop to consider. He was there 
and that was all he needed to know just at present. 
He had thought of taking a policeman up with him 
but the thought that it would waste precious mo- 
ments finding one made him decide against it. They 
were making forty miles an hour as they reached 
the top of a hill on the outskirts of the town, a speed 
as great as he dared risk while in the village. But 
now he pressed down harder and harder on the gas 
and the speedometer began to climb. Fifty, fifty- 
five, sixty miles an hour and their speed was still 
increasing. Seventy miles an hour and they reached 
the foot of a long hill but they were going sixty as 
they reached the top. Then seventy, seventy-five 
and the figure eight was just showing when they 
came to a bad stretch of road and he had to slow 
down. 
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“We won’t gain anything by wrecking the car,” 
he apologized to Mike. 

“Begorra an’ yer will do thot same an’ yer’re not 
more careful.” 

“But minutes may make all the difference,” he 
told him. 

“Letter go thin. It’s us as has gotter git thar in 
time, so we has,” and Mike took a firmer hold on 
the side of the car. 

Over the bad stretch he again let her out and they 
were hitting eighty-five when he again had to slow 
down as they passed through a small hamlet where 
the speed limit was fifteen miles. But he only slowed 
down to fifty and grinned as he saw several men 
turn their heads as he sped past. 

“Hope Si didn’t see me,” he told Mike as he 
again stepped on the gas. 

The last ten miles the road ran through the woods 
and in many places it was so rough that forty miles 
an hour was the best he dared attempt. 

“Just fifty-five minutes since we started,” he told 
Mike as he stopped the car beside the road at a 
point where a woods road led into the thick woods. 
“He must have taken Jack’s car,” he added as he 
noted it was nowhere in sight. 

It was little more than two hundred yards down 
the wood road to the cabin and they covered the 
distance, as Mike afterward declared, “in nuttin’ 
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flat,” and, as they rushed in through the open door, 
the first thing they saw was Jack bound hand and 
foot on the floor. 

“Great Scott, how’d you get here so soon?” the 
boy demanded as Bob whipped out his knife and be- 
gan cutting the ropes which bound him. “Did you 
see him?” 

“I sure did. It was Black, wasn’t it?” 

“I suppose so but, you know, I’d never seen him.” 

“That’s so, but I’m sure it was he all right.” 

“He—he got away with it,” Jack stammered as 
he got to his feet. “I did the best I could but it 
wasn’t good enough. That fellow’s stronger than 
a bull.” 

“Don’t I know it? Remember I had a scrap with 
him not so long ago. But what made the picture 
go out so quick? He had just drawn back his 
hand to hit you when it vanished.” 

“Well, you see, when he drew back his arm he hit 
the machine and knocked it over.” 

“Did he hit you?” 

“No, he seemed to change his mind then and in- 
stead he rushed me and, although I got in one or 
two licks which he didn’t seem to mind, he had me 
in his arms in less than no time and I was helpless.” 

“Well, I must call up Mother. She’s about scared 
to death as she saw it, too. Hope he hasn’t cut the 
wire,” Bob said as he picked up the phone, 
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The connection had not been severed and in a 
moment he had assured his mother that Jack was 
all right. “But he got away with the machine,” 
he told her. 

“Did he take my car?” Jack asked as Bob hung up 
the receiver, 

“T reckon he did. It wasn’t out there by the 
toad.” 

“Then he took it for that’s where I left it.” 

“T see he took the whole machine.” 

“Yep, he didn’t leave anything but the battery.” 

“How long after he tipped the thing over was it 
before he left?’ Bob asked suddenly as though a 
thought had just struck him. 

“Must have been twenty minutes or so.” 

“Then he’s got only about an hour’s start. Come 
on, we may get him yet.” 

“You're going after him?” 

“Surest thing you know,” Bob assured him as 
they started off up the road. 

“Buy ” 

“T reckon he’s making for Bangor,” Bob inter- 
rupted. ‘“There’s only two ways he could have 
gone and we can tell by the tracks of your car which 
way he started, though it’s hardly necessary as we'd 
have met him if he’d gone the other way.” 

By this time they had reached the main road and 
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a quick search showed that the little car had at least 
started in the direction Bob had thought. 

“Jist wait till I git me hands on him, thot’s all T 
have ter say,” Mike snapped as he climbed into the 
back seat of the car. 

“It’s all of forty miles to Bangor and that car of 
yours won’t go very fast, thank goodness,” Bob 
explained as he swung the big car into the road. 
“Tf we have any kind of luck we ought to catch him 
before he gets there.” 

For several miles the way led through the woods 
and he did not dare to go very fast but he consoled 
himself with the thought that Black must have 
driven much slower in the light car. 

“You must have hit a pretty lively clip coming 
up,” Jack said after they had gone a mile or so. 

“Made it in fifty-five minutes.” 

“Honest ?” 

“Ask Mike.” 

“Sure an’ thot’s what we did. ’Twas only the 
high places we hit, it’s meself thot’s tellin’ yer.” 

“Must have hit her up around seventy,” Jack 
guessed. 

“Fighty-five part of the way,” Bob told him. 
“You see we had to slow down a number of times.” 

“Gee, I didn’t think the oid bus’d make that 
much.” 

“I may show you pretty soon,” Bob said grimly 
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as they came to a better stretch of road and he be- 
gan to let her out. 

“Let’s stop and ask the first fellow we see if he’s 
seen him,” Jack suggested as they came in sight of 
a small village. 

They stopped a few minutes later in front of a 
small service garage in front of which a man was 
sitting reading a paper. 

“Yep, he stopped here ’bout a half hour ago fer 
water,” the man told them. “Yep, had a Ford with 
disk wheels. Short, thick-set feller.” 

“We'll get him,” Bob exulted as they started off 
again after thanking the man for his information. 

The road was better now and soon they were hit- 
ting close to seventy which was Bob’s limit unless 
he felt that a life might depend on it. 

“You're going pretty fast,” Jack cautioned. 

“Too fast,” Bob agreed as he slowed down a bit. 
“It’s foolish to risk an accident even for the radio.” 

Twenty minutes later they came to the foot of 
a long straight hill and half way up it Jack’s quick 
eyes saw something. 

“T'll bet that’s he up ahead there,” he told Bob. 

“I believe you're right,” Bob said slowing down 
until the car was barely moving. 

They could see that the car ahead was standing 
still at one side of the road and that a man was in 
the act of lifting up the hood. 
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“Bet that wire’s got loose again,” Jack chuckled, 
“and if it has he’ll have a sweet time locating it.” 

“Well, I reckon the three of us’ll be a match for 
him if he hasn’t got a gun,” Bob said. 

“But he probably has,”’ Jack added. 

“Then we'd better get in back and let Mike drive. 
He won’t know him and I don’t think he’s seen us 
yet.” 

“Good idea,” Jack agreed, and they changed 
places. 

As they slowly approached the car the man, hear- 
ing their engine, looked up but immediately turned 
back again to his job of trying to locate his trouble. 
As the big car pulled up alongside the boys pulled 
their caps well down over their eyes and kept their 
faces averted. 

“Nade iny help, brother?” Mike sang out as he 
stopped the car. 

The man straightened up and turned around. 

“Know anything about a flivver?”’ he asked. 

“Faith an’ it’s meself whot knows ’em better nor 
Henry hisself,” Mike assured him as he left his seat. 
“‘Whot seems ter be the matter?” 

“She won’t go, that’s all I can tell you,” the man 
said with a shrug of his shoulders. 

“Where wuz you lookin’? Mike asked. 

“Why, I was just giving her the once over, I 
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really know but little about them myself except how 
to drive. I thought maybe——” 

But he did not finish the sentence for he had as- 
sumed the position for which Mike had been waiting 
and, before he knew what had happened, he was on 
his back in the road with the Irishman sitting on 
his chest. The attack had been so unexpected that 
Mike thus far had had no difficulty. To be sure 
Bob had warned him that the man Black possessed 
great strength but strength was the one thing Mike 
boasted of and not without good reason. But now 
he soon found that he had “caught a Tartar.” For 
an instant Black was too much surprised to make 
a move but he quickly recovered his wits and, look- 
ing up with a grin, asked: 

“‘What’s the idea, a holdup?” 

Instead of answering him Mike, who was hold- 
ing both his wrists in a strong grip, turned his head 
to speak to the boys, a move which Black doubtless 
anticipated. With a quick strong jerk he freed his 
right hand and with it gave Mike a cuff on the side 
of the head which sent him sprawling off his body. 
Instantly Black got to his feet and Bob, who by 
this time, was out of the car, saw his right hand 
reach back for his hip pocket. Fortunately, the re- 
volver caught on the cloth and by the time he had 
it out Bob was near enough to grab his hand and 
give it a quick twist. The gun fell to the road and 
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Bob, knowing he would not have time to pick it 
up, gave it a kick which sent it flying into the 
bushes. Almost with the same movement he dodged 
a blow which Black aimed at his head. At this point, 
and before Black could draw back his arm for an- 
other try, Jack, as he afterward put it, “put in his 
two cents’ worth.’ Black’s back was toward him 
and, with a flying leap, he hurled his one hundred 
and sixty-odd pounds at the man’s knees. It Was a 
beautiful tackle learned through long hours of prac- 
tice on the football field, and it was irresistible. 
Black came down, and, before he could turn Mike 
had leaped upon him. The impact of the Irish- 
man’s body must have knocked a good part of the 
wind out of him but the effect was only momentary, 
for he quickly recovered and in an instant the four 
of them were indulging in a rough and tumble. The 
man’s strength was prodigious. One after the other 
he threw them off as if they were so many flies but 
their united attack prevented him from getting to 
his feet for some time. 

“Begorra an’ he don’t know whin he’s licked,” 
Mike panted as he picked himself up after being 
thrown to one side and renewed his attack. 

Finally Black succeeded in throwing them all off 
and got to his feet before any of them could grab 
him. But he was panting heavily as the strain had 
told on even his great strength and, before he could 
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raise his hands to defend himself, Mike had struck. 
The Irishman had put all his strength into the blow 
and it caught him squarely on the point of the chin 
and he wilted slowly to the road and lay still. 

“Sure an’ it’s myself as reckons as how thot’ll 
hold him awhile,” Mike grinned as he looked down 
at him. “But he’s one broth of a bye wid those 
arms.” 

“And that was one broth of a wallop,” Bob told 
him. “But we’d better get him tied up before he 
comes to.” 

With a bit of rope which they found in the car they 
securely tied his hands behind his back. 

“He ain’t dead is he,” Mike asked. 

“No,” Bob assured him as he placed his ear over 
the man’s heart. “He'll be as lively as ever in a little 
while, but you ought to have been a prize fighter. I’m 
afraid you’re wasting your talents working for us.” 

“Faith an’ it’s no prize fighter I’ll be after bein’ 
but whin I git mad sure an’ I git excited like an’— 
well, it’s yerself as saw whot happened.” 

“T saw all right,” Bob laughed. ‘And believe me, 
I’m glad I wasn’t on the receiving end of that 
punch.” 
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CHAPTER XII. 


oe 


FIRE.” 


THEY were nearly back as far as the cabin before 
the man Black showed any interest in what was go- 
ing on. Bob was driving the big car with Mike in 
the back seat keeping a close eye on their prisoner 
who was lying on his back on the bottom of the car. 
Jack was following close behind with his little car. 
They had decided to stop at the cabin on the way 
back home and get dinner as it was then well past 
noon and they were all hungry. Besides Jack had 
assured them, as a final argument, that he would 
guarantee a trout not less than five pounds in 
weight. 

“There’s plenty of spuds in the cellar if they 
haven’t froze during the winter and I know there’s 
some flour and we can stop and get some butter and 
milk at the farm,” he had added. 

“We'd better buy a few spuds too because if there 
were any in the cellar I don’t believe they'll be very 
good after standing a temperature of forty below,” 
Bob suggested. 

“Faith an’ it already fales as though the whole of 
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me stomach had fell out, so it does,” Mike added as 
his contribution. 

“That settles it then,” Bob laughed and they had 
stopped at a farm a little before reaching the woods 
road leading to the cabin and purchased what they 
needed. It was shortly after they had started on 
again that Black opened his eyes. 

“Where’s that mule?’ he asked after taking a 
glance about. 

“Whot mule?” Mike asked. 

“The mule that kicked me in the chin.” 

“Right thor it be,” Mike told him holding his big 
right fist in front of his eyes, 

“You mean you put me to sleep?” he asked in- 
credulously. 

“Faith an’ it wasn’t mooch uv a job.” 

“Maybe you're right,” Black sighed. 

“T know ut.” 

“Then there’s no use in arguing about it. But 
may I sit up on the seat?” 

“If yer fale able.” 

“T’m all right now. I’ve been conscious for some 
time,” Black assured him. 

Mike helped the man to get up on the seat and at 
the same time Bob stopped the car. 

“Here we are,” he announced. 

“TI don’t see the jail,” Black said. 

“No, that’s further down the road. We're going 
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to stop here and get something to eat. I don’t know 
as I need tell you that we’re in no mood for any 
funny business,” Bob said sternly. 

“I imagine that’s the case,” Black smiled weakly. 

“All right, then. Now you get out and walk ahead 
of us down that road and mind you mind your p’s 
and q’s.” 

“You're the doctor just at present.” 

“Now, Mike, it’s your job to keep an eye on our 
friend and see that he doesn’t get lonesome while 
Jack and I attend to culinary arrangements,” Bob 
said as soon as they reached the cabin. “Jack, do 
your stuff and if you fall down on your agreement 
you get nothing to eat,” he added. 

“Better call the house and let them know we're all 
right,” Jack suggested as he took a light steel fly 
rod from its place on the wall. 

“T will just as soon as I get the fire going,” Bob 
promised and Jack started off down the lake to 
where, about a hundred yards below the cabin, a 
large brook emptied into the lake. 

While they were talking Black had stood leaning 
against one of the posts which supported the roof of 
the porch and his face wore a decidedly bored ex- 
pression. 

“Sot in thot chair,” Mike ordered indicating a 
rocker which Bob had brought out. 

“Thanks.” 
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“Yer’re welcome.” 

‘‘Better look at his hands,’ Bob shouted from the 
kitchen. 

“T’ll do thot,’ Mike shouted back. 

And a moment later he found that it was ex- 
tremely fortunate that the boy had warned him for 
the man had succeeded in loosening the rope to such 
an extent that in a few more minutes he could have 
freed his hands. . 

“Well, whot d’jer know aboot thot?’ Mike 
snorted as he tightened the rope again. Better bring 
me another piece,” he shouted. 

Bob hastened out with a long piece of clothes line 
and the Irishman proceeded to tie the prisoner 
securely to the chair. 

“It’s meself as thinks as how thot’ll hold yer,” he 
said as he tied the last knot. 

“T think you’re right,” Black smiled. 

Bob soon had a roaring fire going in the cook- 
stove and then he called his home and assured his 
mother that they were all right and told her what 
had happened. 

“Be careful, son,” she cautioned him. ‘“He’s evi- 
dently a dangerous man.” 

“We'll take no chances,” he promised. 

On the porch, while Bob was back in the kitchen 
mixing up a batch of biscuits, the man Black was in 
a talkative mood and was doing his best to engage 
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Mike in conversation. But the Irishman, still feel- 
ing the effects of the fight, for none of them had got- 
ten off without some bruises, answered him in mono- 
syllables or not at all. Finally, exasperated at his 
lack of success in drawing him out, the man said: 

“You're about as sociable as a clam.” 

“Faith, an’ it’s meself as didn’t ask the loiks uv 
yer ter talk wid me,” Mike snapped back. 

“I know you didn’t,” Black assured him. 

“Thin it’s meself whot’s not responsible.” 

“You mean you’d rather I kept still?” 

“Yer said ut.” 

Just then Jack came whistling around the corner 
of the cabin swinging a big trout by his side. 

“Holy mackerel, an’ wuld yer look ut thot fish,” 
Mike gasped. 

“Some fish, eh,” Jack grinned holding it out at 
arm’s length. 

“Ut’s a whale, thot’s whot ut is.” Mike’s brogue 
was especially broad when he was excited. ‘““Whar’d 
yer git him?” 

“Down where the brook empties into the lake.” 

“How much’ll he weigh?” Black asked. 

“Ought to run upwards of seven pounds,” Jack 
told him. 

“You win,” Bob cried from the doorway. 

“Seven and a half,” Jack announced proudly a 
snoment later as he held the fish up by a pocket scale. 
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“T’ll have him dressed in two shakes of a lamb’s tail. 
How about the biscuits?” 

“They’re in the oven.” 

“Spuds, too?” 

“Spuds, too.” 

“Dinner was ready a half hour later and Bob came 
out onto the porch and announced the fact. 

“You go in and eat with Jack and I’ll stay with 
our friend,” he said. 

“Not mooch,” Mike retorted. “After yer eat I'll 
take my turn.” 

“T give you my word of honor that I will not try 
to get away while you eat,” Black spoke up. 

“Faith, an’ whot’s the word of a man loike yer 
wuth?” Mike asked. 

“Go ahead, Mike. I tasted so much while I was 
cooking that I’m not so hungry,” Bob urged. 

“T will not,’ Mike refused and, from past ex- 
perience, Bob knew that it would be a waste of time 
to coax him. So he and Jack sat down together. 

They hurried through the meal knowing that Mike 
must be hungry and in a few minutes Bob again came 
out. 

“All right, Mike, ga to it,” he ordered. Then, 
turning to Black, he said: “We don’t intend to starve 
you but, on the other hand, we’re not inclined to take 
any chances.” 


As he spoke he took from his pocket the revolver 
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which he had kicked into the bushes and had re- 
trieved before they had started back. 

“I'm going to have Jack untie you and let you eat 
your dinner but I’m going to watch you every minute 
and I’m going to keep this gun handy and I know 
how to use it and I want to warn you that I shall use 
it if occasion demands.” 

“Thanks. There'll be no occasion. I know when 
I’m licked,” Black smiled. 

Jack untied the ropes and Bob motioned him to 
go into the cabin and pitch in, and he needed no sec- 
ond invitation. Bob followed and sat down in a 
chair placed slightly behind him. 

“T must congratulate you on your ability as a 
cook,” Black said a few moments later as he helped 
himself to his fifth biscuit. “I never ate better bis- 
suits and as for this fish, well, it’s all that you could 
expect of a fish and then some.” 

“Thanks,” Bob returned dryly. 

Jack was out in the kitchen washing up the cook- 
ing dishes and those he and Bob had used so that 
there would be as little delay as possible after the 
others had finished. 

“Mr. Black, there’s one question I’d like to ask 
you,” Bob said after a few minutes of silence. 

“Anything I can tell you I’ll be glad to,” Black 
smiled half turning his head. 
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“How did you know that we were going to bring 
that machine up here?” 

For an instant Black hesitated. 

“T was afraid you might ask me that question,” 
he said finally. “You see, it’s the one question I 
can’t answer.” 

“You mean you wont?” 

“Well, I hate to put it that way after the way you 
have treated me. I assure you I hold no malice. You 
have beaten me twice but each time you have used 
only justifiable means and, if it concerned only my- 
self, I’d be glad to answer your question, but it 
doesn’t.” 

“Well, I reckon I can make a good guess,” Bob 
declared. 

“Possibly.” 

**Probably.” 

“T doubt it.” 

“Do you know a boy by the name of Jerry Mc- 
Neil?” Bob asked. 

“Jerry McNeil. Let me think. No, I can’t say 
that I do.” 

“Then I’m guessing wrong but, frankly, I think- 
you're telling what is not so.” 

“I am sorry to have you doubt my word but I 
can’t say that I blame you. However, there is no 
way in which I can prove it.” 
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“TI don’t suppose you know a man by the name of 
White either,” Bob said. 

“Oh, yes, I know him. You mean the White who 
is in the radio business and who tried to buy you 
out?” 

“That’s the man.” 

“T know him well.” 

“T thought so.” 

“Tt’s hardly fair to ask you a question since I re- 
fused to answer yours but I’m going to ask it just 
the same.” 

“Go ahead.” 

“Well, it’s this, What are you going to do with 
me?” 

“What do you think?” Bob laughed. 

“T suppose you are going to take me to Skow- 
hegan and turn me over to the sheriff.” 

“Right the first time,” Bob assured him. 

“And may I ask on what charge?” 

“Stealing our car.” 

“TJ thought so,” he mused. “Oh, it’s perfectly all 
right,’ he added as Bob was about to speak. “In 
fact it’s the only thing you can do.” 

“Sorry we haven’t any dessert to offer you,” Bob 
apologized as Black pushed back his chair. 

“T do not need any after such a meal,” Black 


sighed. 
“You tie his hands again, Mike, and watch him 


178 THE LAKEWOOD BOYS 


while Jack and I clean up and then we’ll beat it,” 
Bob ordered. 

“May I not help?” Black asked. 

“Thanks, no. We'll be through in a few minutes 
and I’ll feel a lot better with you outside under 
Mike’s eye.” 

The run down was made without incident and at 
half past five Bob stopped the car in front of the jail 
which was located just opposite the court house. 
The sheriff was on the porch and, as Bob waved his 
hand, came down the walk. 

“Hello, Bob, anything wrong?” he asked. 

“We've got a prisoner for you,” Bob replied in- 
dicating the man on the back seat. 

“What’s the charge?” the sheriff asked. 

“Stealing our run-about.” 

“All right. Dll take care of him. Come on, my 
man, hop out.” 

Black got out and preceded the sheriff up the walk, 
and Mike and the boys followed. 
~ “Now tell me all about it,” the sheriff ordered as 
soon as they were in his office. Bob told the story 
and at its close the sheriff turned to Black. 

“How about it?” he asked. 

“He has stated the facts correctly,” Black told 
him. 

“Then you own up to it?” 

“Certainly.” 
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‘“He’s a cool one,” Bob told Mike as they were 
driving home a few minutes later. 

“He is thot,” Mike agreed. 

“Was the machine broken?’ Mrs. Lakewood 
asked after they had finished telling her the story 
while eating supper. 

“T hope not, but we haven’t looked at it yet,” Bob 
told her. “We'll have to go over it in the morning.” 

It was some time in the night that Jack gave Bob 
a poke with his elbow. 

“Fire!” he said. 

Now, in a large city the sound of the fire alarm 
rarely even causes comment but in the small country 
town, where it is heard but a few times in the course 
of a year, it is different and causes much excitement. 
So, when Jack cried fire and, at the same time, he 
heard the whistle, Bob was out of bed and pulling 
on his clothes almost before Jack had finished the 
word. 

“Twenty-two,” he said as he pulled on a shoe. 
“That’s Court and High streets.” 

“Hope it isn’t the Court House,” Jack said as he 
started downstairs. 

“Where is it, Bob?” Mrs. Lakewood called from 
her room as Bob reached the head of the stairs, 

“Somewhere near the Court House.” 

“Be careful, wont you?” 

“Sure will, Mother dear.” 
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By the time he was outside Jack had reached the 
garage and was starting the small car. 

“Gee, it’s a big one all right,” Bob declared a 
moment later as they came to the brow of the hill 
and saw the bright glow against the sky. 

“T’ll say it is,’ Jack agreed as he stepped on the 
gas a bit harder. 

They had passed a number of men and a few 
women all running in the same direction and they 
rightly guessed that they had not heard the first 
alarm. 

“Tt’s the jail!” 

The words came from the lips of both boys at the 
same time as they turned the corner only a couple of 
blocks from Court street and came in full view of 
the burning building. 

The jail was of brick but it was adjoining the 
sheriff’s house which was built of wood. It was 
at once evident to the boys that the fire had been 
burning for some time for dense clouds of smoke 
were pouring from the windows of the jail and the 
frame house was blazing in several places. 

The fire company, with its apparatus, was doing 
valiant work and already had several streams of 
water playing on the burning buildings, but the fire 
had, in some way, gotton a big start and the chances 
of saving the frame building seemed small. 

The boys parked their car at the corner and rushed 
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forward as far as a rope stretched across the street 
would permit. A large crowd had already gathered 
there and, as they pushed their way through, they 
heard many remarks regarding the origin of the fire 
but no one seemed to know how it had started. 

“Are the prisoners all out?” they heard one man 
ask another. 

“Reckon so,” the other replied. 

“T heard Switzer say he’d got them all out but he 
said as how one of ’em got away,” a third man added. 

“Well, he’s lucky if only one escaped with all that 
fire,” the first speaker declared. 

At the words of the third speaker the boys looked 
at each other the same question in their eyes. Was 
Black the one who had escaped? 

“T’ll bet it was,’’ Bob whispered in answer to the 
unspoken question. 

“Shouldn’t wonder,” Jack replied adding: “And, 
do you know, I wouldn’t be a bit surprised if he had 
something to do with the fire.” . 

“You mean he set it?” 

“Wouldn’t wonder.” 

“But how could he?” 

“Don’t know, but he was altogether too uncon- 
cerned about going to jail to suit me. I smelled a 
mouse but didn’t say anything as I had no proof.” 

By this time it was evident that the fire fighters 
had made better headway than had seemed possible 
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when the boys first arrived and, on all sides, opinions 
were being expressed that they would save the build-~ 
ing after all. Another fifteen minutes and there was 
no doubt about it. 

“(Come over in the Court House a minute, will 
you?” 

Someone had grabbed Bob’s arm just as they were 
about to push their way out of the crowd and go 
home, the fire being now well under control. 

Bob turned his head and found that the sheriff 
was speaking to him. 

“Sure we will. Come on, Jack.” he said quickly. 

“T wanted to tell you,” the sheriff began as soon as 
they were in the office of the Clerk of Courts, “that 
your man got away.” 

“T thought so,” Bob told him. “We heard some- 
one say that one of the prisoners had escaped and I 
guessed it was he. I don’t know just why.” 

“Well, it was he all right. You see, when I first 
found that the place was on fire Dick and I brought 
them over here and locked them in the cells down 
stairs, that is we locked up all of them but him. There 
was only three others.” 

“How did he get away?” Jack asked. 

“Just yanked away from me and beat it as soon 
as he got a chance. I thought I could handle two of 
them but he was too much for me. And, more than 
that, I believe he set the place on fire.” 
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“You do?” 

“Yes, and I'll tell you why. You see, he was in 
the cell in the northwest corner on the ground floor 
and there’s an alley only about two feet wide between 
the jail and the house. Well it was that corner of the 
house that the fire caught.” 

“Wasn’t he searched before he was put in the 
cell.” 

““N-no, he wasn’t and that’s where I reckon I’m 
to blame. He ought to have been but I was called 
to the telephone before I had time to do it and then 
I had to go to Madison right off and when I got 
back I forgot it.” 

“T don’t believe it would have made any difference 
if you had,” Bob said slowly. 

“You don’t?” 

“No. You see, he, of course, expected to be 
searched so he wouldn’t have had anything on him 
that you would have expected he could set a fire with. 
Oh, I think likely he did it all right but he’d have 
done it anyway.” 

“Maybe you’re right,” the sheriff said with a slight 
sigh of relief. 

“But how about the fire in the jail?” Jack asked. 

“That’s another funny thing,” the sheriff told him. 
“Tt started in his cell but there wasn’t a sign of fire 
there when I took him out.” 

“Well, he’s a deep one and I have reason to be- 
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lieve he’s an old hand at the crime game.” And Bob 
told him briefly what he knew of the man. 

“No wonder he got away from me,” Mr. Switzer 
said when he had finished. “But I’ve telephoned all 
around and we may get him but, since you've told 
me what you have, I doubt it.” 

The sheriff’s doubts were confirmed as day fol- 
lowed day and no trace of the man was found. 

“But something tells me that we haven’t seen the 
last of him yet,” Bob confided to Jack three days 
after the fire. 

“Well, here’s hoping your hunch is wrong,” Jack 
replied. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 


- 


“MOVIES.” 


“How are the ponies?” 

Vacation was over and the boys were back at the 
Fortress. They had come in only a few minutes be- 
fore and Lanky had just opened the door and stepped 
into the room. It was he who had asked the question. 

*“Haven’t had time to take a look at them yet, 
but I expect they’re as anxious to get out and chase 
the little white ball as we are. Leastwise I hope so,” 
Bob told him. 

“Have a good time up in—in—” 

“Up in God’s country, I suppose you mean,” Jack 
laughed. “You bet we did.” 

“How’d the big invention work?” 

“Fine, only—” 

“Then there’s an only to it,” Lanky laughed. 

“Well, not so far’s the thing itself’s concerned 
but we did have a pid lively run in with that man 
Black.” 

“Did, eh? Well, tell us about it,”” Lanky ordered 
as he threw himself on one of the beds. 

“Well, what do you know about that?” he said 
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as soon as they had told him the story. “How’d he 
know where to go?” 

“That’s the mystery about it,” Bob said shaking 
his head. 

“Only thing I can think of is that Jerry McNeil 
might have overheard you and Jack talking about it 
and reported it to him,” Lanky suggested. 

“T’ve thought of that,” Bob said. 

“By the way, I wonder if he’s been found,” Lanky 
said. . 

“Haven’t heard of it if he has, but we only just 
got ina few minutes ago.” 

“Did he hurt the machine?” 

“Not much. Only broke a lens when he tipped it 
over.” 

“Did you bring it back with you?” 

“No, we thought it would be safer up there and, 
besides, we wouldn’t have much time to fool with it 
this term.” 

“Tl say you were wise. This is going to be one 
busy term. Captain was just telling me he has about 
fifteen games scheduled besides the tournament 
games on Long Island.” 

“Which will help to keep us out of mischief,” Jack 
laughed. ‘“When’s the first game?” 

“Saturday with Penn.” 

“Well, that ought to be easy.” 

“It ought to be but we don’t want to count on 1. 
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You know it’s a game to decide which of us repre- 
sents Pennsylvania in the big tournament,” Lanky 
told them. 

“Tt’s the best two out of three, isn’t it?” Bob 
asked. 

“Yep, and they’re going to try awful hard to win 
out, so a friend of mine told me the other day. They 
got a new string of ponies and they’re said to be 
wonders.” 

“They'll have to be to beat us unless the players 
have improved a lot,” Jack declared. 

“Well, they’ve been practicing every day just 
about out on the Bryn Marr field and we haven’t hit a 
ball for over two weeks and we’ve only got three 
days to get into shape,’ Lanky explained. 

“Wonder who'll be fourth man,” Bob said a 
moment later. 

It may be well here to explain that while three 
players constitute a team in indoor polo it takes 
four for the outdoor game. 

“Reckon it'll be between Wood and Strand,” 
Lanky said, “although Rogers may make a big bid 
for the place. And, by the way, I want you to keep 
your eye on that man Bowser. Oh I know the kind 
of fellow he is and all that but, let me tell you some- 
thing, if he ever gets that yellow streak out of his 
system he’s going to make some of us sit up and take 
notice. You know he quit when Jerry did but he 
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told me just before he left for the vacation that he 
was going to play again this term and I tell you he’s 
got the makings of a mighty fine player.” 

“Funny I never noticed it,” Jack said. 

“Well, I have,” Lanky insisted. “He rarely misses 
a ball and he’s got a dandy swing. The only thing 
the matter with him is that he’s afraid to mix it up 
with the other fellow enough.” 

“Which is a fatal lacking,” Bob said quietly. 

“T know it is. Ina game right now he wouldn’t 
be worth the space he takes up, but he may get over 
it,’ Lanky insisted. 

‘Well, I sure hope he does,” Jack said. “We sure 
need a good fourth man if we’re going to beat our 
last year’s record.” 

It was after supper several hours later that General 
Breck, meeting the boys on the front porch, told 
them that he had, the day before, heard from Mc- 
Neil’s father and that he had not heard a word from 
Jerry. 

“T am much concerned about him as I believe he 
has the makings of a good man if he only would get 
on the right track,” the general told them. “His 
father seems to think he has gone out west. He says 
Jerry was always talking of wanting to be a moving 
picture actor and, although he never paid much at- 
tention to it, he thinks it more than likely that he has 
gone to Hollywood in California.” 
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“‘Hasn’t he tried to find out, sir?’”’ Bob asked. 

“No. He says that he believes that the only thing 
that will ever bring him to his senses will be for him 
to get his bumps, as he expressed it, and I don’t know 
but he’s right.” 

Outdoor practice started in earnest the following 
afternoon and, as Jack put it while they were taking 
a shower, “it was some strenuous practice for a 
starter.” 

“Strand looked pretty good to me,” Bob told him 
as they were dressing. 

“He sure did. And do you know, Bob, I believe 
Lanky was right in what he said about Bowser. I 
watched him pretty close this afternoon and he’s 
{uere when it comes to hitting.” 

“JT agree with you. What a pity he hasn’t got the 
nerve to go with it. He’d make the team sure if he 
had.” 

Saturday afternoon, when the cadets lined up 
against Penn. Strand was number three. Bob 
played at number two with Jack at number one and, 
as usual, Lanky at number four. Coach Connell had 
warned them before the game they were not to ex- 
pect a walkover and the game was not two minutes 
old before they realized that he was right. Their 
mew ponies were fast, mighty fast, as Jack put it, 
and there was no doubt in regard to the Penn play- 
ers having improved. 


190 THE LAKEWOOD BOYS 


Both sides of the field were packed with people 
many of the Penn students, together with a large 
number of their alumni, having come down to see 
their teams “do up the soldiers,” as Jack overheard 
one of them say. 

Penn scored first much to the delight of a large 
portion of the crowd but almost immediately after 
Bob tied it with a long shot from the middle of the 
field, and that was all the scoring for the first chuk- 
ker. The Penn rooters were keyed to a high pitch 
as it was the first time their team had ever held the 
cadets to an even score for an entire chukker on the 
outdoor field. 

“We've got to do a whole lot better,”” Bob whis- 
pered to Jack as they were changing horses. 

“Don’t I know it?” Jack retorted. “Our team 
work was rotten.” 

“And they’re a hundred percent better than they 
ever were before.” 

“Ponies and players both,” Jack agreed. 

Penn again scored first in the second chukker and 
her supporters went wild and their joy knew no 
bounds when, two minutes later, another goal was 
added to their score. 

“Eat ’em up, Penn.” 

“You got ’em on the run.” 

These and many more shouts of like nature 
spurred the Penn players on to do their best! and 
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there is no doubt but that they did it. But, against 
the cadets, their best was not good enough. Bob got 
the next throw-in and, without once losing it, drib- 
bled it down the field for a goal and, a moment later 
Jack added another making the score even. Then 
the cadets settled down to the wonderful team work 
for which they were famous While Lanky and 
Strand played well back guarding their goal, Bob, 
on Princess Pat, fed the ball to Jack and three more 
goals were added to their score before the chukker 
ended. 

“Not so much joy on the side lines,” Jack chuckled 
as he slipped from his horse. 

“But we mustn’t let up any,” Bob cautioned him. 

“We won't,” Jack promised. “We're going right 
now.” 

The third chukker was a repetition of the last half 
of the second. The team work of the cadets com- 
pletely baffled the Penn players and, although their 
ponies were superior to those the cadets were riding, 
the horsemanship of the latter more than made up 
for it. They added five more goals to their score 
and not once was their own goal seriously threatened. 

In the fourth and last chukker the coach replaced 
Strand with Wood. Strand had, after the first chuk- 
ker, played an excellent game, but he wished to try 
out the other man. It was conceded that Wood 
was Strand’s superior with the mallet, but on the 
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other hand, Strand was the better rider, and, on the 
whole it was, as Jack declared at the close of the 
game, “nip and tuck’ between them. At the be- 
ginning of the last chukker either the cadets were 
careless or Penn took a big brace for the latter team 
scored before they had been playing thirty seconds. 
A big cheer went up from her supporters and cries 
of “go after them” were heard. But the effort was 
Penn’s last brace for not again did they seriously. 
threaten the cadet goal while the latter team rolled 
in four more tallies. 

“Not so worse,” Jack chuckled as, after the game 
he, together with Lanky and Bob, entered the locker 
room. 

“But our stock was pretty low in my mind at the 
close of that first chukker,”’ Lanky told him. 

‘We sure were rotten that first chukker,’ Bob 
added. “And that’s a point we’ve got to look out 
for. Some time we'll get off toa bad start and won’t 
be able to catch up. I tell you we've got to cut out 
the bad starts.” 

“You said a mouthful,” Jack agreed. “You 
played a dandy game, that is after that first chukker. 
We were all rotten then,” he declared as the door 
opened and Strand joined them. 

“Thanks, Jack. If I could only be more sure of 
my shots I might get by on a pinch,” Strand said 
mournfully. 
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“Struck me you were hitting about as well as 
anyone else,” Bob told him. 

“Well, I’m glad you think so but it seemed to 
me I missed a lot.” 

Just then the door opened again and Wood en- 
tered. 

“Good work, boy,” Lanky sang out. 

“What d’ou mean, good work?” 

“T mean you played a good chukker,” Lanky ex- 
plained. 

“Hump, their number one rode rings around me 
and you know it.” 

“T know nothing of the sort. If you didn’t out 
ride him then I can’t ride a saw-horse,” Bob broke in 

“Tf I could ride like you I might get by if I was 
pushed hard enough,” Wood frowned. 

“Of course I admire your extreme modesty,” 
Lanky said taking each of them by an arm, “but for 
your first game you both played remarkably well 
and you see if Cap and Connell don’t tell you so and 
you know they never praise a man unless he de- 
serves it.” 

Both the boys flushed with pleasure at the praisé 
of the senior and each resolved to himself that he 
would do all in his power to deserve it. 

Such was the spirit of the great majority of the 
cadets at the Fortress. Self-esteem, big head, and 
conceit were qualities almost unknown among them, 
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and the lack of such characteristics was, without 
doubt, responsible in large measure for their almost 
phenomenal success in all lines of sport. One for all 
and all for one, might well have been their motto. 

“If you don’t win the outdoor championship I'll 
miss my guess,” the captain of the Penn team told 
them as he came in the locker room a few minutes 
later. “And, seeing that we stand no show, I sure 
wish you the best of luck.” 

The cadets thanked him for his kind wishes and 
praised the work of his team. 

“T know you mean well,” he laughed. “But it’s 
pretty hard to find just the right things to say in 
praise of a losing team. But let me tell you one 
thing. It’s your horsemanship that wins for you. If 
we could ride like you fellows we’d give you a good 
tub.” 

“Well, we ought to know how to ride, we’ve had 
practice enough,” Lanky told him. 

“And we haven’t, that’s just the point.” 

“Well, you’re mighty good sports,’ Lanky assured. 
him. 

“Thanks. We hope we are,” the captain smiled as 
he held out his hand in goodbye. 

“Fine fellow, that,” Bob declared as soon as the 
Penn player had left the room. 

Wednesday afternoons, as soon as classes are over 
at three o'clock, the cadets are allowed to go down 
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town until five thirty as there is no drill on that day. 
The Wednesday following the Penn game Bob, 
Lanky and Jack went down on an errand and dropped 
in for a time at the leading moving picture house 
in the city. The program was just starting as they 
took their seats the first picture being the beginning 
of a western serial. It was of the usual type of 
serial and the actors included a large number of cow- 
boys who were really excellent riders and this fact 
made the picture of interest to the boys. 

The picture had been running for some ten minutes 
when Bob felt Jack grab his arm. 

“Did you see that fellow with the top of his hat 
half torn off?” he whispered. 

“T didn’t notice him,” Bob replied. “What about 
him?” 

“You look hard the next time he comes on.” 

“But what about him?” Bob repeated the ques- 
tion. 

“Look, quick now,” Jack ordered as the group of 
riders flashed on the screen. “That fellow close to 
the big tree.” 

“I see him. By jimminy, but it looks like Jerry,” 
Bob whispered excitedly. 

Jack was sitting between Bob and Lanky and, as 
the scene gave place to another Lanky whispered: 

“Did you see him?” 
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“See who?” 

“Jerry McNeil.” 

“Just what I was asking Bob.” Jack told him. 
“You think it’s he?” 

“Looked mighty like him.” 

“Just what I thought. There he is again. It’s he 
sure as guns.” 

“See how he raises his hand,” Lanky whispered. 
“T’ve seen him make that gesture a hundred times. 
It’s he all right.” 

“You fellows think it was Jerry?” Bob asked 
when they came out a few minutes after five o’clock. 
“Not a doubt of it,” Lanky replied. 

“It was Jerry all right,” Jack added. “I’d know 
that move of his when he raises his arm if I saw it in 
Egypt.” 

“Then he’s a movie actor,” Bob mused, as they 
started up the street toward the college. 

“And a good one too,” Jerry added. “That is, 
he’s a good rider.” 

“I suppose we ought to tell the general,” Jack 
said. 

“Yes, I think so,” Lanky said slowly as if not quite 
sure of himself. “What’s your opinion, Bob?” 

“I think his father ought to be told,” Bob de- 
clared. “Jerry’s not twenty-one yet.” 

- General Breck was not in his office when they 
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reached the college but after supper Lanky was 
passed to his home just across the street and told 
him what they had seen. 

“Tf you’re sure of it I’ll call his father,” the gen- 
eral said when he had finished. 

“T don’t think there’s a chance that we were mis- 
taken, sir. We all three recognized him.” 

“Then I'll call him. Just wait till I get him as he 
might want to ask you a question.” 

“He wants me to thank you,” the general said a 
few minutes later as he hung up. “He did not seem 
surprised although he has received no word from 
him. He said he will not do anything about it at 
present as he thinks it will be best to let him have 
his try at it and I don’t know but he’s right. Mc- 
Neil is the kind of boy who has got to learn from 
experience. That is, he impressed me that way.” 

“And I think you are right, sir,” Lanky agreed as 
he started for the door. 

“Well, we did our duty,” Bob declared after 
Lanky had stopped at the door of their room to tell 
them the result of his call on the general. 

It was next morning that Bob received a letter 
which became the subject of much discussion. He 
did not open the envelope until he had reached his 
room after assembly and then he read as follows: 
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Dear LAKEWOOD: 

You will no doubt be somewhat surprised to re- 
ceive a letter from me but the matter is important 
and I could think of no other way. Even so I dare 
not trust to a letter what I wish to say to you and 
so I am writing to ask you to meet me for a few 
minutes by the gate to-morrow night at a quarter 
past ten. I know you may have trouble in getting 
out at that time but I believe you can manage it 
somehow. I think you know me well enough to 
realize that I would not take this step unless it was 
absolutely necessary. You have the chance to do 
me the greatest favor one fellow ever did for another 
and, besides, I have that to tell you which will mean 
much to you. 

Please keep this to yourself and meet me if you 
possibly can. I shall be waiting for you. 

In hopes, 
Jerry McNEIL. 


He read the letter through twice and then, with- 
out a word, handed it to Jack. 

“Well, what do you know about that?” the latter 
asked when he had finished. 

“Not much,” Bob acknowledged. ‘“What’s the 
date on it? I didn’t notice.” 

“It was mailed in New York yesterday,” Jack told 
hira as he handed the sheet back. 
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“Do you recognize the writing?” 

“No, can’t say I’m familiar enough with Jerry’s 
writing to know it.” 

“Nor I,” Bob said with a slight shake of his head, 

“It looks fishy to me.” 

“Just what I was thinking.” 

“Particularly when we have just learned that he’s 
out in California in the movies.” 

“Exactly, but of course, we don’t know just how, 
long ago that picture was made.” 

“No, but—” 

But just then the bell for classes rang and they 
had to drop the discussion for the time being. But 
as soon as dinner was over and they had a half hour 
to themselves before the afternoon classes, they hur- 
ried to their room and started in where they left off. 

“To-morrow would mean that he wants to meet 
me to-night, I suppose,” Bob began as he pulled the 
letter from his desk and read it through once more. 

“But, between you and me and the fence post I 
don’t believe Jerry wrote that letter,” Jack declared. 

“Nor do I for that matter, but how are we going 
te find out?” 

“Seems to me that the first thing to do is to find 
out if it is his writing.” 

“But how?” 

“Well, his roommate, Bowser, ought to know it.” 

“But ought we to show it to him?” 
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“What do you think?” 

“TI don’t think so. You see, there’s a chance that 
it’s on the level and if it is it might spill the beans, 
so to speak, to show it to him.” 

“We might ask him if he’s got any of Jerry’s 
writing and compare them if he has.” 

“But what excuse could we give him for wanting 
to see it?” Bob asked doubtfully. 

“Ask me something easy. But it seems to me that 
we've got to find out some way.” 

“‘And we haven’t much time to spare,” Bob added. 

“How about asking Lanky’s advice?” 

“We'd have to tell him about the letter.” 

“Sure we will, but you know Lanky. If that 
letter’s all right it won’t do a bit of harm to tell him 
and if it isn’t who cares?” 

“T guess you're right. Suppose you see if you can 
find him,” Bob suggested. 

Jack was gone but a few minutes and when he 
returned Lanky was with him. 

“What do you think?’ Bob asked him after he 
had read the letter. 

“Looks sort of smokey to me,’ Lanky declared. 

“That’s the way it struck us,” Bob told him. “You 
don’t happen to know his writing, do you?” 

“Never saw it as far’s as I can remember.” 

“Well, we thought we ought to find out if it is his 
if it’s possible to do it,” Bob said. 
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“No doubt about that. The question is how.” 

“That’s what we want you to tell us,” Jack spoke 
up. 

“Maybe the general would know,” Lanky sug- 
gested. 

“I thought of that but he’s gone to Philadelphia 
and won’t be back till six o’clock. I asked his secre- 
tary between classes this morning,” Bob told him. 

“You didn’t tell me that,” Jack pouted. 

“Guess I forgot it long’s it didn’t amount to any- 
thing,” Bob apologized. 

“Tf we only had more time—” Lanky began and 
. then stopped as a thought struck him. “You leave 
it to me until after classes,” he advised them. “I 
may be able to get hold of something,” he added just 
as the bell for classes struck. “You meet me here 
after drill. Fortunately there’s no polo practice this 
afternoon and I may have something to tell you,” he 
said as he left the room, 
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CHAPTER XIV. 
PLOTS AND COUNTERPLOTS. 


‘As soon as drill was over the two boys hurried 
to their room where Lanky joined them after only 
a moment’s wait. 

“T don’t know whether I’ve done right or not,” 
he told them as he pulled a letter from the pocket of 
his shirt. “But I did it anyhow and I sure hope it 
turns out for the best. Bowser luckily has a recita- 
tion in the afternoon and I got excused from class 
a few minutes early and made a search of his room 
and found this letter. It seemed to me that the end 
justified the means. I haven’t read it and I don’t 
intend to any more than I can help in comparing 
the writing.” 

““Where’s it from?” Bob asked. 

“Hollywood, and it was written about two weeks 
ago. Now let’s have your letter.” 

Bob produced his letter and they spread the two 
sheets out on his desk and, for a mment, the three 
boys gazed at them. 

“T’d say he wrote it,” Jack was the first to speak. 

“Looks so to me,” Bob agreed. 
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“But I don’t think so,” Lanky differed. “Look 
at that capital E and then look at this one. They’re 
alike in a way and yet they’re different. And those 
two P’s don’t look like brothers to me. I say your 
letter’s a forgery.” 

“You sure?” Bob asked anxiously. 

“Of course not. I’m no expert at this sort of 
thing and I’m only giving you my opinion.” 

“T wish we had time to take it to an expert,” Jack 
said. 

“So do I, but that’s out of the question,” Bob 
said with a shake of his head. 

“Then what'll we do?” 

“Well, there’s no way so far’s I can see, that we 
can be sure,” Lanky told them, “‘so I reckon we'll 
have to proceed on the supposition that we don’t 
know,” he smiled. 

“Proceed how?” Bob asked. 

“Well, the way I size it up is like this: if it’s gen- 
uine you don’t want to miss a chance to do him a 
good turn, do you?” 

“Of course not.” 

“And if it’s a fake it’s a move on the part of 
White or Black or more likely both of them, to get 
you into their power again, and I take it you 
wouldn’t care to have that happen, eh.” 

“Not so you’d notice it,’ Bob grinned. 

“Then my advice is to wait till the general gets 
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back and lay the matter before him. I'll have a 
plan to propose and, if he approves it, I believe it 
will work out all right. It’s like this,” and he 
proceeded to unfold his idea and, when he had 
finished, both boys agreed that it was just the thing. 

“If I had your head I’d be a millionaire in less 
than a week,” Bob told him. 

“Yep, it’s wonderful to be smart,’ Jack sighed 
dodging the blow which Lanky aimed at him. 

“T don’t suppose it takes any kind of a head to 
invent a photoradio and some other little things 
like that,” Lanky laughed. 

As soon as supper was over the three boys got 
passed over to the general’s house and were fortunate 
enough to find him at home. 

“Some one running off with the main building?” 
he smiled as his quick eye caught the anxious look 
on their faces. 

“Not quite that bad, sir,’’ Lanky replied and, at 
the general’s invitation, he placed before him the 
entire matter. 

“Yes, I should say that you were justified in 
searching for and taking that letter,” the general said 
after Lanky had expressed his doubt as regarded 
that part of the program. “There is an old saying 
to the effect that one must fight fire with fire. Any- 


how I can say with truth that I’m very glad you 
did it.” 
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There is no doubt but that the general’s words 
cheered Lanky immensely as he had been more than 
a little skeptical regarding the ethics of his act. “I 
am very glad to know that you approve of it,” he 
told the general. 

“And you say that you do not think McNeil wrote 
the letter?” the general asked as he compared the 
two sheets. 

“That is my opinion, sir, but, as I told Bob and 
Jack here, I’m not an expert at that sort of thing.” 

“Nor am I, but I really think you’re wrong here.” 

“You think it’s genuine?” 

“Yes, that is my opinion but I too am not an 
expert and it is easily possible that I am wrong.” 

“But look at that E and then at this one,” Lanky 
pointed to the two letters. 

“Yes, I noticed the difference,” the general as- 
sured him, “but, you see, I have seen considerable of 
his writing at one time and another and I’ve seen 
both kinds of an E in his letters.” 

“Then - 

“But it is much better to be careful than to be 
sorry,” the general interrupted. “As I said I am 
not sure about it and I think we should by all means 
proceed on the assumption that you are right and 
I am wrong. If that is the case we will be playing 
on the safe side and if I am right no harm will be 
done. And now, have you any plan?” 
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“Why, yes, sir. I had thought of a plan,” Lanky 
acknowledged. 

“Good; let’s hear it.” 

After Lanky had explained his plan the general 
sat for a moment in deep thought. 

“Ordinarily I would veto that plan at once,” he 
finally said, “but somehow the more I think of it 
the more it appeals to me. I know you boys are 
both capable and discreet, qualities which I believe 
come from the kind of training you have received, 
and I am going to let you carry out that plan just 
as you have stated it without a single suggestion 
from me. Frankly, I do not believe it can be beat.” 

“He’s a peach of a man,” Jack declared a few 
minutes later as they were walking down the path 
toward the college. 


“None better,” Bob agreed. 

“‘He’s all man,” was Lanky’s testimony. 

“It’s going to be dark to-night,” Jack said as he 
looked up at the sky. 

“And that'll just suit us,” Lanky told him. 

“Yep, the darker the better,” Bob added. 

It was twenty minutes to ten o’clock that night 
when Bob opened the front door of Old Main and 
started slowly down the walk toward the gate. As 
Jack had predicted, earlier in the evening, it was a 
very dark night. Heavy clouds obscured the stars 
and there was no moon so that it was about as dark 
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as a night could well be. But at the end of the walk 
the darkness was broken by an electric light which 
topped the large stone post at the left of the drive- 
way. It was about a hundred yards from the build- 
ing to the street and, as he walked slowly alone, 
he kept his eyes fixed on the lighted spot. 

But no one was in sight and, when he had reached 
the end of the walk, he found no one there to re- 
ceive him. A glance at his watch told him that 
it still lacked two minutes to the appointed time. 
He stepped out onto the sidewalk and strained his 
eyes in an effort to pierce the intense darkness. 
About half a square up the street and on the other 
side of the road he could see the dim outline of a 
closed car standing close to the curb but, as its 
lights were not turned on, he could not say which 
way it faced. 

“Guess he’s going to be late,” he thought as he 
again glanced at his watch. 

But, just as he thrust the watch back into his 
pocket, he heard the sound of footsteps and a figure 
appeared coming out of the darkness. Bob stepped 
slowly back until he stood just within the college 
grounds and waited. A tall hedge hid his view of 
the sidewalk except directly in front but he could 
hear the man’s steps as he advanced. And then he 
stepped into view and the boy saw at once that it 
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was not Jerry. He had hardly expected that it 
would be he so he was not surprised. 

“Are you Bob Lakewood?” the man asked as he 
turned and faced him. 

Somewhat to his surprise the man was neither 
White nor Black but a stranger to him. He was 
a man of about medium height and weight and his 
age Bob put at thirty years. His face was smooth 
shaven and of a refined cast. Altogether he looked 
a gentleman. 

“Yes, sir,’ Bob told him. 

“Good. My name is Green.” 

“They sure run to colors,’ was the thought that 
flashed through Bob’s mind as the man made the 
statement. 

“But I was to meet another man here,” he told 
him. 

“T know it,” Green smiled, “but unfortunately, 
at the last minute, Jerry was prevented from keep- 
ing his appointment and he had to send me instead.” 

“Why couldn’t he come?” Bob asked the ques- 
tion a bit sharply. 

“He was suddenly taken sick.” Was it fancy or 
had the man hesitated an instant before making 
the excuse? Bob was not quite sure. 

“Well?” he asked as the man did not seem in- 
clined to continue. 

“You seem inclined to doubt me.” 
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“Why do you think that?” 

“Oh, just your attitude.” 

“Perhaps I have reason to doubt you.” 

Was the man stalling for time? Why did he 
not come to the point at once? As he asked him- 
self these questions Bob heard the door of a car 
shut and then he saw a man approaching from the 
car which was parked across the street. 

“What do you want of me?” he asked impatiently. 

“Only a chance to talk with you,” the other re- 
plied. 

“Well, you’ve got it. Why don’t you go ahead.” 

In reply the man took a step nearer and, in a 
low voice, said: “I’ve got a gun in my pocket and 
it’s pointing straight at you.” 

“What’s the idea?” Bob asked feigning fear. 

“T’ve got a friend over in a car here who wants 
to see you. No, here he is now,” he added as the 
other man stepped onto the sidewalk. 

The other man Bob at once recognized as the 
man who had called himself Black and all doubt 
as to the meaning of the letter was dispelled. 

Black at once dominated the situation. “Come 
on, now, follow me and you won’t get hurt,” he 
whispered loudly. 

“Where to?” Bob asked easily. 

“Never mind. You coming?” 

“Not so you’d notice it,” Bob told him. 
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“Sorry to differ with you,” Black said as he 
stepped forward and suddenly threw his powerful 
arms about the boy pinning his arms to his side. 

Bob made no attempt to free himself but instead 
gave a low but distinct whistle. 

“What the dick ”* Black started to speak but 
the words died on his lips for, as if by magie, from 
beneath the thick hedge and from behind trees gray 
clad forms sprang into view and quickly surrounded 
the two men. The movement was so sudden that 
it took them entirely by surprise and Black, releasing 
his hold on Bob, made a dash for the street. But 
before he got fairly started Bob made a plunge for 
his knees and brought him down on the hard drive- 
way. Instantly three other cadets sprang to his 
assistance and, although he struggled mightily for a 
time, he was soon overcome and Lanky had his 
hands tied tightly behind his back. Meanwhile other 
cadets had served Green in a similar manner. 

“Better see if they’re armed,” Bob suggested. 

‘A hurried search failed to reveal any weapon on 
either man and Bob knew that the man Green had 
been bluffing as he had suspected. 

“Now is a good time for that talk,” he said to 
Green who stood leaning against the stone gate- 
way. 

“Keep your mouth shut,” Black warned him. 

“By the way,” Bob said turning to Black, “I can’t 
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compliment you on your choice of names. Three 
colors sound altogether too fishy. Where is White? 
If we keep on long enough I expect we'll have a 
whole rainbow after me.” 

“T told him it was a bad steer,” Black snarled. 

“Tl say it was,” Bob agreed. 

“Well, I see your plan worked out all right.” 

Bob looked up to see General Breck standing by 
his side. 

“Yes, sir. It couldn’t have worked out better,” 
he said. 

“Have you anything to say?” the general asked 
turning to Black. 

Sa a ae 

“Then I guess we might as well run them down 
to the police station in their own car. If their hands 
are secureiy tied I think two of you will be sufficient. 
I will go with you and make the charge. Blake and 
Bob Lakewood, suppose you two come and the 
others can return to the college and, boys, I want 
to thank you for doing a very good job.” 

“Just a minute, sir, while I make sure they are 
tied right,” Lanky said. 

Bob drove while the general sat in back with the 
two prisoners and Lanky sat on the front seat but 
never, for an instant, took his eyes from them. But 
the men, evidently realizing the uselessness of try- 
ing to escape, made no effort and, a few minutes 
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later, the car drew up in front of the station house. 
General Breck lodged a formal complaint of at- 
tempted kidnapping against the two men and, after 
a few questions which both refused to answer, they, 
were led away and then Bob told the police sergeant 
what he knew about them. 

“Then the man Black is wanted in Maine?” 

“Yes, sir. They think he set fire to the jail.” 

“T’ll telegraph in the morning,” the sergeant prom- 
ised. 

“Now maybe they'll let you alone,” Jack said as 
they were undressing an hour later. 

“Here’s hoping,” Bob laughed as he pulled back 
the sheet on his bed. “The thing’s getting on my, 
nerve.” 

“As if you had any of that kind,” Jack laughed 
as he turned off the light. 

“Well, I sure hope they have better luck keeping 
that man Black than they did in Skowhegan.” 

“You think he’ll try to burn his way out of the 
station house?” 

“I wouldn’t be surprised at anything he did,” Bob 
replied sleepily. 

The next day was Saturday and they played the 
second game with Penn, winning by a score of 15 
to 6 and they were booked to represent Pennsyl- 
vania in the intercollegiate polo tournament on Long 
Island. The games were scheduled to start early 
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in May and day after day they practiced perfecting 
their team work and playing an occasional game 
with one of the troop teams from Philadelphia. 

About a week after the attempted kidnapping they, 
learned that the two men had been released on bail 
and would have a trial in the fall. 
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CHAPTER XV. 
A STRANGE VISIT. 


“Or all the luck.” 

“What’s the matter?” 

It was just after assembly on a Monday morning 
early in May and Jack was picking up his books 
to go to class when Bob burst into the room with 
the above remark. 

“Who do you suppose we drew?” he asked. 

“From your look of joy I imagine it’s Yale,” 
Jack replied. 

“And you imagine just right. Cap just told me.” 

“And you think we'll be eliminated first round ?” 

“T didn’t say that.” 

“No, but you look it.” 

“It’s their horses I’m afraid of.” 

“Of course, they’ll have the best that money can 
get, but you know ours are no slouches,” Jack re- 
minded him. 

“I know it but will they stand the gaff when 
stacked up against the best in the country? The 
bigger the field the more speed counts, you know, 
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and our playing ground is about a third the size of 
the one we’ll play on.” 

“Well, what can’t be cured, you know. We'll do 
our best.” 

“Sure we will, but will it be good enough?” 

“Who knows,” Jack smiled just as the bell struck. 

At practice that afternoon Coach Connell called 
the team together while the ponies were resting. 
“T suppose you’ve heard the result of the drawing,” 
he began. “It means that we play the favorites 
first.” 

“And last?” Lanky asked. 

“Not on your life,” Connell grinned. “We're 
going to beat them.” 

“Sure we are,” Bob put in. 

“But what I want to tell you is this,” Connell 
continued. “They'll have faster horses than we’ve 
got: there’s no doubt about that. They’ve held 
the championship so long now that they’ll take no 
chances and we threw a scare into them when we 
licked them indoors, so we’ve got to depend on 
something besides speed and that’s team work. Our 
team work, when we played them last winter, was 
better than their’s but I don’t believe it was enough 
better to overcome the disadvantage of slower ponies 
on a field of that size.” 

“T agree with you,” Lanky told him. 

“Same here,” Bob and Jack both added. 
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“All right, then. Now we've got just three more 
days to practice and I want you to make the best of 
it. Then there’s another thing. We'll take over six 
men. You know who five of them will be and I 
want your advice about the sixth. I know it’s un- 
usual for a coach to do that but I don’t care if it is, 
T want it. What do you say Blake?’ 

‘Suppose you let us five consult together a minute 
and then we'll tell you who we agree on,” Lanky 
proposed. 

“Of course, Captain Breck and I have talked the 
matter over and we are agreed on the man and I 
want to see if you pick the same one. I'll give you 
five minutes.” 

He withdrew and the five boys at once went, as 
Jack put it, into a committee of the whole. In three 
minutes they called him back. 

“Picked your man?” he smiled. 

“Yep,” Lanky told him. 

“Unanimously ?” 

“Unanimously is right.” 

“Who is it, then?” 

“Bowser.” 

“Then it’s unanimous all around,” the coach 
beamed. ‘He has improved wonderfully the past 
few days and I think—well, you know his fault as 
well as I do. He lacks nerve. When he isn’t in 
a tight place his mallet work is well nigh perfect, 
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and it has seemed to me that lately he hasn’t shown 
any signs of a yellow streak.” 

“He hasn’t,” Bob agreed. “I’ve been watching 
him and he rides as hard as any of us.” 

“Then I'll tell him to-night,” the coach said as 
he blew his whistle as a signal for the resumption of 
practice. 

“You—you mean it?” Bowser stammered when, 
an hour later in the locker room, the coach took 
him to one side and told him of his decision. 

“Sure I mean it.” 

“But—but, do you think it’s safe.” 

“You mean the game,” Connell demanded, a note 
of disgust in his voice. 

“No, I—I didn’t mean that. I mean safe to risk 
me.” 

“Tf I didn’t I wouldn’t take you, you may be sure 
of that,” Connell assured him. 

“Then I’ll do my best, sir, and I promise you I 
won't lose my nerve.” 

“Atta boy. I’m not a bit afraid of you,” Con- 
nell told him, giving him a friendly slap on the 
back. 

“If I get into the game and you see me getting 
scared,” he told Bob a few minutes later, “I want 
you to give me a good crack with your mallet. 
That’ll make me mad and I’ll forget all about being 
scared.” 
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“You'll do,” Bob laughed. 

The game was scheduled for Friday afternoon 
and the six players together with the coach and 
Captain Breck left in two cars soon after dinner 
Thursday. The cheers of the corps rang in their 
ears as they drove out of the grounds and turned 
into the street. The ponies had been shipped two 
days before and they had been practicing on the 
second string mounts. These were much slower 
than the first string but as they had given most of 
their attention to perfecting their team work they 
felt that it had not made much difference. 

They stopped for supper in Elizabeth and 
reached the Commodore Hotel a little before nine 
o'clock. 

“Everybody in bed by ten o'clock,” was Captain 
Breck’s order as they entered the hotel. ‘And, 
Jack, don’t you let that brother of yours out of your 
sight for a single minute,” he added with a grin. 

“Tll keep an eye on him, sir,” Jack responded 
soberly. 

Friday morning dawned with an overcast sky 
which threatened rain but, by the time they sat down 
to breakfast at nine o’clock, the clouds had broken 
and the sun was peeping through. 

“We'll have a good day after all,” Captain Breck 
told them. 

It was a drive of about thirty miles to the play- 
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ing field and they started shortly after ten o’clock 
as they were to eat lunch in the club house on the 
grounds. 

“Some field,” Jack cried as they entered the club 
grounds and the broad expanse of green turf 
stretched out before them. 

“It sure makes our field look like a back yard,” 
Lanky declared. 

“Looks about a mile between goals to me,” Bob 
added. 

“Oh, we'll have plenty of elbow room,” Jack 
assured them. 

“There’s the captain of the Yale team,” Bob 
said a moment later as the car drew up in front of 
the club house. 

“Glad to see you fellows again,’ the Yale man 
greeted them as he mounted the steps. 

“Same here,” Lanky assured him as he held out 
his hand. 

Just then several more of the Yale men came out 
on the porch and greetings were exchanged all 
around. 

The best of good nature prevailed and, at the 
suggestion of the Yale team, they all had lunch to- 
gether out on the broad porch. 

“And in about three hours we'll be fighting each 
other tooth and nail,” one of the Yale men laughed. 

“And here’s hoping that we'll be just as good 
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friends after the game whoever wins,” Lanky added. 

“You bet,” another Yale man agreed. 

“But we warn you we’re going to do our best,” 
the Yale captain told them. “Remember you're the 
only team that has licked us in the last five years 
and you're not going to do it again if we can help 
it? 

“And here’s hoping you can’t,” Jack grinned, 
whereat they all joined in the laughter. 

Soon after the lunch was over the two teams sepa- 
rated and the cadets went to a room which had been 
assigned them in the club house. The game was 
scheduled to begin at four o’clock and a full hour 
before that time the crowd began to arrive. Shortly 
after three o’clock Captain Breck and Coach Ccn- 
nell entered the room. 

“T don’t know that I’ve got much to say to you,” 
Connell began a few minutes later after they had 
finished dressing. “You know about all I could 
say. But remember one thing: it’ll be a fight of 
team work against speed. We’ve seen their ponies 
and they look mighty good although, of course, we 
haven’t seen them in action. But there’s no doubt 
but what they are faster than ours and that’s going 
to give them a big advantage which we must meet 
with better team work if we're going to win. Rogers, 
you will start at number four and I want to see you 
guard that goal. With faster ponies they’ll prob- 
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ably keep the ball in our territory most of the time 
and much will depend on how our goal is guarded. 
That’s about all I’ve got to say except good luck to 
you.” 

The sides of the playing field were packed with 
spectators when the cadets rode onto the ground at 
a few minutes before four o’clock. They received 
a good hand but, when the Yale team came on a 
minute later, it was evident that the crowd was 
for them. 

The game was not a minute old before it was 
evident to all that Yale had by far the faster ponies. 
Princess Pat, the fastest of the cadet’s string, was 
no match for the slowest of their opponent’s ponies 
when it came to dead running, but the boys had 
expected this and were not in the least discouraged. 
To them it meant simply that Yale had an advan- 
tage which they must overcome. The game was 
to be six chukkers of seven and a half minutes each, 
and they had played for fully five minutes before 
Yale scored the first goal. True, the ball had been 
in the cadet’s territory nearly all the time and Yale 
had missed several goals by the narrowest margin 
while her goal had not been threatened. But the 
cadets, one and all, knew that when it came to team 
work they were the better team and they were will- 
ing to play on the defensive and let Yale show her 
hand. Every cadet had been right where he be- 
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longed every minute and that fact alone had been 
responsible for Yale’s inability to score before. The 
chukker ended without another goal being scored 
and the cadets rode off the field well satisfied with 
the way things were going. 

“Keep up the same tactics another chukker,” Con-: 
nell told them as they were changing horses. Those 
ponies haven’t got the wind ours have if they are 
faster and if we can hold them to three or four goals 
in the first half we'll beat them out in the last.” 

Yale added two more goals in the second chukker 
and the cadets had not once been within striking dis- 
tance of her goal but in the third chukker they held 
her without a goal. 

“Very good, indeed,” Connell told them as they 
went to the end of the field and sat down for the 
ten minutes’ rest. “But we’ve got to change our 
style of play now. Keeping them from scoring will - 
not win this game so we’ve got to score, not three 
times but a lot more because when we go on the 
offense they’ll find it easier to score.” 

In the fourth chukker Bob was riding Princess 
Pat again and, from the throw-in, he assumed the 
_ Offensive as did the rest of the team. Like a well- 
oiled machine the cadets played together, each man 
doing his part and before the second half was a 
minute old, he had dribbled the ball half the length 
of the field and then passed it to Jack who shot a 
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perfect goal. Thanks to the splendid horsemanship 
and riding off of Lanky and Rogers no Yale man 
had been able to take the ball away from him. He 
could see that the captain of the Yale team was 
slightly nervous as they lined up again and the 
knowledge gave him much satisfaction. He tried 
the same play again but this time speed enabled one 
of the Yale men to get away from Lanky and he 
took the ball away after Bob had dribbled it to 
almost within striking distance. But he was after 
it as soon as he could turn and, after a hard fight 
near the other end of the field, he again started 
toward the Yale goal. Half way down the field he 
missed but Lanky, who was close behind him, caught 
it fair and sent it well on its way and, a second 
later, Jack again sent it spinning between the posts. 

But that was all the scoring they could do that 
chukker. The Yale team after that second goal, 
assumed the defensive and the cadets were unable 
to break through. 

Neither team scored in the fifth chukker. Yale 
was on the defensive all the time and her team work 
was well nigh perfect and, although time after time, 
Bob and Lanky worked the ball down the field each 
time they were stopped before they could get it with- 
in striking distance. 

“Now go get ’em,” Connell whispered to each 
cadet as they were changing horses. 
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In this last chukker Bob again rode Princess Pat, 
and the mare seemed as fresh as though she had not 
already played two chukkers. The other cadets 
were also ridng the fastest ponies they had and all 
were determined to win if winning was possible. 

“Their ponies are tired,’ Bob whispered to Jack 
as they rode out to the middle of the field for the 
line-up. 

“We'll get ’em,’”’ Jack whispered back. 

But if the cadets were determined to win so were 
their opponents. Before ten seconds of the chukker 
had passed the Yale captain, with a powerful stroke, 
barely missed a goal. Bob drove out from behind 
the goal line and Lanky took the ball. But he 
missed it when half way down the field and the Yale 
captain again missed a goal by inches. 

Then, with but four minutes to play, Bob gave 
a signal which told his mates that, instead of driving 
out with a long shot, he was going to dribble. In- 
stantly the others picked their man and, so beautiful 
was their manoeuvring that he was able to carry 
the ball the entire length of the field for a goal with- 
out once losing possession of it. 

“One more, now,” he whispered to Jack as they 
lined up. 

Yale, knowing that the score was tied and that 
they must score again to win, at once took the of- 
fensive and succeeded in working the ball to within 
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a few feet of the cadet goal but Bob saved the day 
with a long shot which carried the ball to the side- 
line. Then, as the papers put it after the game, he 
ran wild. Through the entire Yale team he car- 
ried the ball never once missing his shot and two 
minutes before the end of the chukker he took it 
through. 

“Now we must hold ’em,” he told the others as 
they rode back. 

And hold them they did. Yale made, in those 
last two minutes, a desperate fight to pierce the 
cadet defense but it was of no use. It simply 
wouldn’t be pierced, as Connell declared after the 
game. 

“You won and you deserve it, but I’ll be hanged 
if I can see how you did it,” the Yale captain said 
as he held out his hand to Bob a few seconds after 
the bell ended the game. 

“I can tell you,” one of the other players told 
him. 

“Well, how?” 

“We've got to learn how to ride horseback,” he 
said slowly. 

“I guess that’s about the size of it,” the captain 
acknowledged. “I honestly think you’re the four 
best riders in the country.” 

The cadets took their honors modestly and tried 
their best to console their opponents. 
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“But we’re friends just the same,” the Yale cap- 
tain assured them as they parted. 

“It was great,” Connell told them as they were 
driving back to the hotel. “Horsemanship and team 
work, they were what did it.” 

The next afternoon Princeton was to play West 
Point and the cadets were to stay over to see it. In 
the evening they went to the theatre and, as Jack 
put it, when bed time came they did not have to be 
rocked to sleep. 

The West Point cadets won their game handily 
and shortly after five o’clock the Fortress cadets 
left for home much pleased with their trip. 

“Norwich will probably lick Cornell on Monday,” 
Captain Breck told them as they were eating supper 
in Elizabeth an hour and a half.later. 

“Then how will they fix it for the winners to 
play it off?” Lanky asked. 

“They’re going to draw to see who plays on Wed- 
nesday and then the winner of that match will play 
the third team on Saturday.” 

It was shortly after twelve o’clock when they 
reached the college. 

Monday night Captain Breck entered the mess 
hall just before supper was over and made the fol- 
lowing announcement: “I have just received a tele- 
gram stating that Norwich defeated Cornell this 
afternoon by the score of 12 to 6, That means that 


AND THE POLO PONIES 227 


three teams, West Point, Norwich and The Fort- 
ress have each won one game and the other teams 
are out of the competition. Lots were at once drawn 
and West Point will play Norwich Wednesday and 
we will play the winners on Saturday.” 

“And I'll bet it’ll be The Point we play,” Jack 
whispered to the cadet sitting next to him. 

“They’re good?” 

“T'll say they are,” Jack told him. 

“We'll have three more days for practice,” Bob 
said a little later as he entered the room to find Jack 
hunting in his desk. 

“And we'll need it because we'll sure have to play 
The Point,” Jack told him. 

“There isn’t much doubt about that, I guess.” 

“But you think we can beat them, don’t you?” 

“There’s nothing sure about it let me tell you. 
What are you hunting for?” he asked suddenly as 
Jack continued rummaging in his desk. 

“I’m looking for that pearl-handled knife of mine. 
Have you seen it?” 

“Not lately. When did you have it last?” 

“Don’t remember, but I haven’t seen it for some 
time. I hate to lose it as you know it was a present.” 

“Well, the last time I remember having seen it 
was over in the lab.” 

“And I’ll bet that’s right where it is now. I'll 
run over and see.” 
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The door leading from the corridor to the bridge 
which joined the laboratory, to the dormitory, was 
locked and he had to hunt up the janitor and borrow 
his key after getting permission from the officer in 
charge. As he unlocked the door and stepped out 
onto the bridge he thought he saw a flash of light 
in the little room which they used as a workshop. 
But it was gone so quickly that he was not certain 
that he had seen it. For a full minute he stood back 
in the doorway and watched but he did not see it 
again. 

“Reckon I was mistaken,” he thought as he again 
started across, 

But when he reached the door leading into the 
room he was not so sure for it was unlocked al- 
though closed. The padlock, with which it was 
fastened, was gone. His first impulse was to re- 
turn at once and tell Bob but he hesitated, placing 
his ear against the door and listening. Not a sound 
came to him and, convinced that the room was 
empty, he cautiously pushed the door open. It was 
intensely dark inside and he reached for the light 
switch which he knew was just by the side of the 
doorway. As the light flooded the room he cast 
a hasty glance around and gave a violent start of 
surprise as his eyes fell on the figure of a man stand- 
ing directly opposite him. Instantly he recognized 
the man who had visited them and who went by the 
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name of White. A half smile parted the man’s lips 
and the boy noticed that his right hand rested in 
his coat pocket. 

“Good evening.” The man’s voice was pleasant 
enough. 

“What are you doing here?” Jack demanded. 

“You mean in this room?” 

“Of course.” 

“Well, I seem to be talking with you.” 

“But I know why you are here.” 

“Indeed. Suppose you tell me,” the man smiled. 

“You want to get hold of that machine of ours.” 

“Exactly. I wonder how you guessed it.” 

“Well, you won’t get it for the very good reason 
that it isn’t here.” 

“So I had noticed before you arrived. And, by, 
the way, how did you know I was here?’ 

“T didn’t know it.” 

“Just a coincidence, eh?” 

“Yes. I came over to look for a knife.” 

“That one on the table there, I suppose.” 

“That’s the one.” 

The table was about six feet to Jack’s left and he 
moved over to pick it up. White made no objection 
to the movement but Jack noticed that his hand 
never left his pocket and the bulge seemed to follow 
him. That he had him covered with a revolver he 
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did not doubt. He slipped the knife in his pocket 
and stepped back toward the door. 

“Where is your machine?’ White asked suddenly. 

Jack gave a slight laugh. “Do you think I'd tell 
you if it was anywhere where you could get hold 
of it?” he asked. 

“You might,” White grinned. 

“And then again I mightn’t,” Jack snapped, for 
the man’s assurance was beginning to get on his 

- nerves. 

“T have a pretty good persuader here,” and he 
moved the hand in the pocket significantly. 

“You can’t scare me a little bit, but I don’t mind 
telling you where it is seeing that it’ll do you no 
good. It’s up in Maine and it’s where you couldn’t 
get it in a thousand years,” Jack informed him with 
a triumphant smile. 

“I feared as much,” White said with a sober face. 

“Well, I reckon I'll be getting back,” Jack said 
easily as he took a step toward the door. “If I 
stay here too long I'll get reported for it and then 
I'll have to walk guard.” 

“That would indeed be too bad, but I fancy you 
can spare me a minute or two longer.” 

“Well, make it snappy. “What do you want?” 

“That machine.” 

“Well, you can’t have it as I told you before. Is 
there anything else before I go?” 
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“You're not going till I get good and ready to 
let you,” White spoke sternly for the first time. 

“If I am not back very soon now Bob’ll be over 
looking for me,” Jack told him and at once won- 
dered if he had made a mistake. 

“Tt would be unfortunate,’’ White told him. 

“Why ?” 

“Well, for several reasons.” 

“For instance?” 

“Why won’t you sell me your secret?” White 
demanded suddenly changing the subject. 

“Why should we?” 

“Tl make you a good price.” 

“Tt’s no use wasting your breath on that subject,” 
Jack warned him. ‘‘We told you once that it wasn’é 
for sale and, after what you’ve done, we wouldn’t 
let you have it for all the money in the world.” 

“I believe you mean it,” and I don’t mind telling 
you that just now I realize that I don’t stand much 
show of getting the better of you.” 

“Glad you see it that way.” 

“So I’ve got another proposition to make to you.” 

“T’m not interested.” 

“But you’re going to listen just the same.” 

“You’re the doctor. Shoot.” 

“Well, it’s like this. A friend of mine is in jail 
because of this business and a 
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“T hope you’re not blaming us for that,” Jack 
interrupted. , 

“Not at all. I’m fair-minded so far as that’s 
concerned. They don’t want him up there in Maine. 
I found that out to-day, and the only thing that 
will hold him is if you appear against him.” 

“And you don’t want us to do it?” 

“Exactly, and if you'll give me your word that 
you will not I’ll give you mine that I’ll drop the 
matter of the secret and never bother you again. 
(What do you say?” 

“Do you expect me to believe your word?” 

White was about to reply when the sound of a 
door opening reached their ears and a moment later 
steps were audible on the bridge. 

“That’s your brother?” White whispered. 

Before Jack had time to answer Bob stood in the 
doorway. 

“Thought you were ” ‘he began and then he 
saw White. ‘What's the meaning of this?” he 
demanded. 

“Your brother and I have been having a nice 
little talk,” White smiled. 

“Under compulsion I fancy,” Bob said‘sternly. 

“Ask him,” White nodded toward Jack. 

“How about it, Jack?” 


“Ask him to take his hand out of his pocket,” 
Jack replied. 
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Bob turned to White who, with a smile, at once 
removed his hand from his pocket and turned the 
pocket inside out. “That was only a bluff,” he 
said. 

_ “But he came here to try to steal our machine,” 

Jack insisted. 

“How about it?” Bob asked. 

“Tt would be useless to deny it especially as I 
have acknowledged it to your brother. But I know 
when I am licked and, just before you came in, I 
made a proposition to him which I will now repeat 
to you.” 

“If you’re trying to buy it you might as well save 
your breath,” Bob told him. 

“But Pm not.” And he proceeded to repeat his 
proposal. “Before you say no please remember that 
if you turn my proposition down I shall continue 
to do my best to get it,” he concluded. 

“That sounds like a threat,” Bob remarked. 

“Tt is a threat,” White assured him. 

“Then we refuse to consider it.” 

“As you please.” 

“And I warn you 
terrupted him. 

“Never mind that. Ill be going now since our 
interview seems to be at an end.” 

“But ” 

“Please don’t try to stop me for I don’t want to 


” Bob began but White in- 
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hurt you and, as you see, I’ve got a gun even though 
it wasn’t in that pocket.” 

As he spoke he took from his hip pocket a busi- 
ness-looking automatic and moved toward the door. 
Seeing that it would be madness to try to stop him 
Bob moved aside and, an instant later, the man 
had disappeared down the stairs. 

“Do you think I did wrong?” Bob asked as he 
heard a door shut below. 

“Of course not,” Jack assured him. “But I 
reckon we'll hear from him again.” 

“T doubt it. He was only bluffing.” 


“Well, I hope so,” Jack said as they walked back 
across the bridge. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 
THE FINALS, 


“FortTrEss, Rah. Fortress, Rah, Rah, Rah, For- 
tress, Fortress, Fortress.” 

The old Fortress yell rang out with all the power 
of two hundred husky throats behind it from the 
west side of the field as the cadet’ riders rode out 
onto the playing ground. A moment later the 
familiar cheer of the West Point cadets some six 
hundred strong made the first cheer seem almost a 
whisper by comparison as the riders from the Point 
made their appearance. 

The stands were crowded with people including 
many notables from Washington headed by no less 
a personage than the President of the United States. 
Pony polo had, for several years, been growing in 
favor with the lovers of sports and it was regarded 
by many as being the king of them all. For days the 
papers had conceded that the finals in the inter- . 
collegiate tournament between the Point and the 
Fortress was almost certain to be a battle royal and, 
judging by the record of the two teams, there was 
but little choice between them. True the cadets from 
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the Point had played the game longer but it was 
generally conceded that the Fortress riders had a 
bit on their opponents when it came to horsemanship, 

The boys were keenly aware that they were up 
against the strongest team they had met and knew 
that to win would take all they had. “All I ask is 
that you do your best and I am sure you will,” Coach 
Connell had told them just before they had left their 
dressing room. 

“We mustn’t disappoint him,” Lanky had whis- 
pered as they were mounting. 

“Tl say we mustn’t,” Jack had agreed while the 
others nodded assent. 

As their opponents rode out onto the field the boys 
cast an anxious glance at their mounts. They knew 
the tremendous advantage that faster ponies would 
give and the thought that their opponents might 
have that advantage had been their greatest fear. 

“Who do you think?” Jack asked as he rode up 
close to Bob. 

“They look pretty good but it’s too soon to tell,”’ 
Bob told him. 

“But I'll bet that pony number one’s on can run.” 

“He looks it.” 

“And look at those legs under number three.” 

But before Bob could say anything more the 
referee blew his whistle for the line up. 

“Ready, Point?” 
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Ready, sir.” 

“Ready, Fortress?” 

“Ready, sir.” 

As usual Bob was playing number one on the 
throw-in and he got the first tap-off by a skillful twist 
of his mallet and then, with a quick back hand stroke, 
sent the ball straight toward Jack, who was playing 
well back. This was regarded as a good omen by 
the Fortress cadets and a wild cheer greeted the play. 
But, in his eagerness to make a good shot, the boy 
missed and, before he could turn number four had, 
with a back hand stroke, sent the white ball spinning 
down the field. But Lanky was waiting for just 
such a move and, riding off number two, he enabled 
Rogers to get possession of the ball. Back toward 
the enemy’s goal he sent it and this time Jack picked 
it up and, with a quick clean stroke, sent it between 
the posts for the first goal of the game. 

The Fortress cadets went wild while a heavy 
blanket of gloom seemed to settle over the opposite 
side of the field. But when, a moment later, Bob 
made another goal in three strokes from the tap-off, 
their enthusiasm knew no bounds. 

“You got ’em on the run.” 

“Eat ’em up, now.” 

These and many more shouts came to their ears 
as they lined up for the next throw-in. 
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“Think they’re going to be easy?” Jack asked Bob 
as they came close together. 

“Not on your life. We had a bit of luck, that's 
all,’ Bob cautioned him. 

Jack soon learned that his brother’s words were 
correct for no sooner was the ball put into play again 
than the whole complexion of the game seemed to 
change. True it was several minutes before the 
Point scored their first goal but four times they 
missed by inches and the Fortress team was fighting 
desperately on the defensive. There was no doubt 
but that, in this first chukker at least the cadets from 
the Point had the better mounts although the differ- 
ence was not marked enough to be noticeable except 
to an expert on the game. But desperation drove 
the Point to exert themselves to their utmost and, 
just as the referee blew his whistle their number one 
drove in the goal which tied the score at two all. 

“You said it,” Jack whispered to Bob as they were 
changing ponies. “But just the same we're going 
to lick ’em.” 

“Of course we are,” Bob agreed. 

Up and down the field during the second chukker 
went the little ball and after it back and forth chased 
eight riders but not once did it go between the posts 
of either goal, and the period ended with the score 
still tied. 
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“Might’s well not have played that chukker,” Jack 
growled as he tightened the girt of his saddle. 

“But they had the edge on us a bit,’”’ Bob declared. 

“And a pretty big bit at that,” Lanky added. “They 
barely missed three goals and we only had one 
chance.” 

The first three minutes of the third chukker were 
little different from the second. Then, in his eager- 
ness to get the ball away from Bob, who was drib- 
bling down the field, the Point’s number three man, 
rode across his front and the referee blew his whistle 
for a foul which gave the Fortress a free shot from 
the middle of the field. 

“Hit her on the nose,” shouted a cadet from the 
‘Fortress’ stand as Bob wheeled his pony for the 
drive. 

But the boys had long practiced that very play and, 
instead of swinging hard on the ball, Bob gave it 
only a slight tap while the others swept by at full 
gallop. Then followed a superb exhibition of riding 
off. Each cadet chose a man and so successfully did 
each one keep in his opponent’s way that Bob drib- 
bled the ball without once losing possession of 1t 
through the entire field for a goal. It was a pretty 
bit of work and even the West Point stand gave gen- 
erous applause. 

There was no more scoring during the chukker, 
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and the half ended with the score three to two in 
favor of the Fortress. 

“T don’t know’s I have anything particular to say 
to you,” Coach Connell said as they were resting be- 
tween the halves. “They’ve got a little the better of 
us on mounts but your riding has at least evened that 
up so far. Your team work could have been im- 
proved on that last chukker. Rogers, you were out 
of place several times and, Jack, you ought to have 
had a goal just before the whistle blew if you’d been 
where you ought to have been. We've got the lead 
on them but by too small a margin to amount to 
much so keep on the defensive and try to get the 
next one. That’ll be apt to worry them.” 

“Hope it doesn’t have the same effect as our first 
two did,” Jack chuckled. 

Early in the second half, after Lanky had dribbled 
the ball nearly the entire length of the field and was 
about to give it the final blow, one of their opponents 
rode him off and got the ball. But in his eagerness 
he knocked a safety, that is he knocked the ball be- 
hind his own goal. This gave the Fortress a free 
shot from the sixty yard line, the ball being taken 
out in a straight line from where it went over. Bob 
scored the goal increasing their lead to two points. 
But a few minutes later, with only two minutes to 
play, the Point struck into a winning streak and, 
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before the whistle blew, they sent the ball between 
the posts no less than three times. 

Now it was the turn of the West Point cadets to 
rejoice and rejoice they did both long and loudly, 
while on the other side of the field the little gloom 
imps danced madly on the shoulders of the Keystone 
cadets. 

“What’s the matter with ’°em?” growled more 
than one wearer of the gray. 

“Never mind, boys, it won’t happen again,”’ Con- 
nell whispered to each in turn as they were changing 
ponies. 

“But I don’t know what it was that happened,” 
Jack complained. 

“Then forget it,” the coach told him. “Go out and 
get those three goals back.” 

“You bet,” Jack cried as he vaulted into the saddle. 

“At the very beginning of the fifth chukker it was 
evident that the Point intended to push their advant- 
age to the limit and they started off with a wild rush. 
But the boys were expecting just such a move and 
they had been trained how to meet it and, foregoing 
for the time all attempts to hit the ball, they devoted 
all their efforts to riding off their opponents and 
preventing them from reaching the ball. This move 
surprised the Point cadets as it was evidently new to 
them and for the next three minutes the ball was hit 
but a few times. 
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“Now come on!” Bob suddenly shouted as he saw 
a chance and at the shout the Fortress team suddenly 
changed tactics and swept down the field with Bob 
in the lead playing the ball. The play had started 
from near the other goal and he carried it about two- 
thirds the way before missing it. But Lanky was 
following him and, picking up the ball with a quick 
stroke, he sent it spinning on its way and the next 
stroke sent it through. The play had been started 
so suddenly that not one of their opopnents had been 
able to get within striking distance before it was 
completed. 

Again the score was tied at five all and the gloom 
vanished as by magic from the Fortress stand and 
the Fortress yell was loud and defiant. 

“It worked,” Jack said in an undertone as they 
rode back. 

“But I’m afraid we couldn’t do it again,’”’ Bob re- 
plied. 

“Let’s try it if we get a chance.” 

“We will that,” Bob told him. 

But the Point cadets were on the watch for a repi- 
tition of the play and gave them no chance to try it 
again that chukker and the period ended without a 
change in the score. 

“It’s now or never,” Bob whispered as they rode 
out for the sixth and final chukker. 
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“Well, let’s make it now,” Jack shot back and 
Lanky added: “You bet.” 

This last chukker Bob was riding his favorite 
Princess Pat and the mare had been rested since the 
third chukker and the boy could tell instinctively 
that she was more than anxious to do her part. 

“We'll beat them,” he whispered as he leaned for- 
ward and stroked her glossy neck. 

But if the Fortress was determined to win the 
game the Point was not a whit behind them and 
grim determination showed on the eight faces as 
they faced the referee for the throw-in. Followed 
an exhibition of riding and mallet yielding which 
furnished a topic for conversation long after the 
game was over. Princess Pat was everywhere and 
never, it seemed, more than a dozen feet away from 
the ball. Time after time Bob got the ball in posi- 
tion for the final stroke only to have his mallet 
hooked by an opponent. Four minutes of the chuk- 
ker had gone and neither side had scored when the 
Point’s number three missed a goal by inches and a 
groan went up from the stand. 

Although it is customary for either number three 
or number four to drive out from behind the gcal 
they had decided, before the chukker began, that 
if the chance offered, Bob should take it. So they 
took their positions as quickly as possible hoping that 
their opponents would not notice the change. The 
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Point riders were playing well back expecting a long 
drive and Bob fooled them by barely tapping the 
ball. The other three players knew that it was up | 
to them to give him as clear a field as possible and 
they had been trained how to do it. 

Down the field Bob came the mare gathering speed 
with every leap and he hitting the ball just hard 
enough to keep it well in front. He must not miss 
a single stroke, he told himself over and over again, 
for there was no one behind to pick it up. Time after 
time a Point rider was on the point of taking the 
ball away only to be ridden off by one or another 
of the Fortress cadets. Half way, two-thirds, three- 
fourths and he had not missed. Then a quick glance 
behind showed him that one of the Point riders was 
close at his heels, he in some way, having eluded the 
man who should have taken care of him. Quick as 
a flash it came to him that he must risk all on the 
next stroke and, as the mare came to the ball, he 
swung with all his might. The ball lifted from the 
ground and flew high through the air. It was a good 
sixty yards to the goal but there was a lot of force 
behind it and it struck the ground only a few feet 
in front of the posts, rolled, and came to a stop 
exactly six inches over the line. 

“You have one minute to play,” the referee told 
them as they lined up. 

“Every man on the defensive, now,” Lanky had 
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told them and they obeyed his instructions to the 
letter. Desperately the Point riders fought to break 
through but like leeches the wearers of the gray clung 
each to his man and when the whistle blew the For- 
tress held the inter-collegiate championship. 

“T know you'd do it,”” Coach Connell cried as they 
entered the dressing room the cheers from the field 
still ringing in their ears. 

“But it was anybody’s game right up to the last 
minute,’ Bob told him. 

“And I’m glad that anybody is we,” Captain Breck 
laughed as he pushed open the door in time to hear 
Bob’s remark. 

Fifteen minutes later as they were leaving the club 
house a man rose from a chair on the porch and 
came hastily toward them. Instantly four pairs of 
heels clicked together and four right hands came 
up to a salute for the boys recognized the President 
of the United States. 

“You deserved to win,” he smiled as he held out 
his hand to Lanky. “I have seen many games of 
polo but that was the best to date,” he smiled as he 
shook hands with the others. 

The boys thanked him and for some minutes he 
chatted with them about the game. 

“While I’m not an expert on the game,” he said. 
“T think it was your riding that did it. You are 
better riders than we’ve got at the Point, there can 
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be no doubt about that. And when you come to 
Washington I want you to call on me.” 

Again they thanked him and assured him that 
they would be only too glad to accept his invitation. 

“He’s all right,’ Jack declared as the President 
returned to his seat and they started down the steps. 

Just as they reached the bottom step the members 
of the Point team met them and their greeting was 
most cordial no taint of resentent showing in the 
attitude of any one of them. 

“But you want to look out for us next year,” the 
captain of the team told them as they were parting. 

Captain Breck and Coach Connell were waiting 
in the car for them as they turned the corner of the 
club house and a moment later they had started back 
for the hotel where they were to have supper. As 
the big car turned into the main road a sound 
reached their ears and the driver slowed down. 

“Fortress, Rah. Fortress, Rah. Rah, Rah, For- 
tress, Fortress, Fortress.” 
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